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PREFACHK.

T would be doing injustice to the compiler of this volume to suppose
that his work implied any lack of appreciation of the excellent antholo-
gies already published in this country. Dana’s “ Household Book of Poetry”
is no misnomer ; and the honored names of Bryant and Emerson are a suf-
ficient guaranty for “Parnassus” and the “Library of Song.” With no
thought of superseding or even of entering into direct competition with
these large and valuable collections, it has been my design to gather up in a
comparatively small volume, easily accessible to all classes of readers, the
wisest thoughts, rarest fancies, and devoutest hymns of the metrical authors
of the last three centuries. To use Shelley’s definition of poetry, I have en-
deavored to give something like “a record of the best thoughts and happiest
moments of the best and happiest minds.” The plan of my work has com-
pelled me to confine myself, in a great measure, to the lyrical productions
of the authors quoted, and to use only the briefer poems of the old drama-
tists and such voluminous writers as Spenser, Milton, Dryden, Cowper, Pope,
Byron, Scott, Wordsworth, and the Brownings. Of course, no anthology,
however ample its extracts, could do justice to the illimitable genius of
Shakespeare.

It is possible that it may be thought an undué prominence has been given
to the poetry of the period beginning with Cowper and reaching down. to
Tennyson and his living contemporaries. But it must be considered that
the last century has been prolific in song; and, if Shakespeare and Milton
still keep their unapproachable position, ¢ souls like stars that dwell apart,”
there can be little doubt that the critical essayist of the twentieth century
will make a large advance upon the present estimate, not only of Cowper
and Burns, but of Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, Keats, Browning, Ten-
nyzon, and Emerson.

It will be seen that the middle of the sixteenth century is the earliest date
of my citations. The great name of Chaucer does not appear ; and some of

" the best of the early ballad poetry of England and Scotland has been reluc-
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tantly omitted. James I., whose Queen’s Quhair has hidden his kingly
crown under the poet’s garland, William Dunbar, and Sackville, Earl of
Dorset, may well be thought worthy of a place in any collection of English
verse, but the language and rhythm of these writers render them wellnigh
unintelligible to the ordinary reader. :

The selections I have made indicate, in a general way, my preferences;
but I have not felt at liberty to oppose my own judgment or prejudice to
the best critical authorities, or to attempt a reversal of the verdicts of Time.
It would be too much to hope that I have, in all cases, made the best possi-
ble exposition of an author’s productions. Judging from my own experi-
ence in looking over selected poemns, I cannot doubt that my readers will
often have occasion to question the wisdom of my choice, and regret the
omission of favorite pieces. It is rarely that persons of equal capacity for
right judging can be found to coincide entirely in regard to the merits of a ~
particular poem. The canons of criticism are by no means fixed and infalli-
ble; and the fashion of poetry, like that of the world, “ passeth away.”
Not only every age, but every reader, holds the right of private judgment.
It would be difficult for any literary inquisitor-general to render a good
reason for condemning as a heretic the man who finds the ¢ Castle of Indo-
lence ” pleasanter reading than the “ Faerie Queene,” who prefers Cowper to
Dryden, Scott to Byron, and Shelley to Scott, who passes by Moore’s “ Lalla
Rookh” to take up Clough’s “Bothie of Tober-na Vuolich,” who thinks
Emerson’s “ Threnody ” better than Milton’s “Lycidas,” and who would
not exchange a good old ballad or a song of Burns for the stateliest of
epics.

The considerable space which I have given to American authors will, I
trust, find its justification in the citations from their writings. The poetical
literature of our country can scarcely be said to have a longer date than that
of a single generation. As a matter of fact, the very fathers of it are still
living. It really commenced with Bryant’s “ Thanatopsis” and Dana’s
“ Buccaneer.” The grave, philosophic tone, chaste simplicity of language,
freedom of versification, and freshness and truth of illustration, which
marked the former poem, and the terse realism of the “ Buccaneer,” with
its stern pictures of life and nature drawn with few strokes sharp and
vigorous as those of Retzsch’s outlines, left the weak imitators of an artificial
school without an audience. All further attempts to colonize the hills and
pastures of New England from old mythologies were abandoned ; our boys
and girls no longer figured in impossible pastorals. If we have no longer
ambitious Columbiads and Conquests of Canaan, we have at least truth and
nature, wit and wisdom, in Bryant’s “ Robert of Lincoln,” Emerson’s “ Hum-
blebee,” Lowell’s “ Courtin’,” and “ The One-Hoss Shay ” of Holmes.

In dealing with contemporary writers I have found myself embarrassed by
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the very large number of really noticeable poems, many of which, although
in my own estimation vastly better than those of some of the old versifiers
whose age and general reputation have secured them a place in this volume,
I have been compelled to omit solely from lack of space. The future gleaner
in the fields over which I have passed will doubtless find many an ungar-
nered sheaf quite as well worth preserving as these I have gathered within
the scanty limits of my compendium. The rare humorists of our time, espe-
cially such poets as Holmes and Lowell, can be only partially represented
in these necessarily brief selections.
It may be observed that the three divisions of the book do not strictly
correspond to the headings which indicate them,— the first, for instance,
beginning before Shakespeare and ending somewhat after Milton. It is dif-
ficult to be quite exact in such classifications; and as it seemed desirable to
make their number as small as possible, I trust the few leading names men-
tioned may serve to characterize the periods they accompany with a suffi-
cient degree of accuracy. Pope was doubtless the great master of what is
sometimes spoken of as artificial verse, shaping the mould of poetic thought
for his own and the succeeding generation ; but as Dryden stands in point
of time nearer to the colossal name which closes the first period of English
song, he has been chosen as a representative of the second, in connection and
contrast with Burns, who, in his vigorous rebound from the measured pomp
-of rhymed heroics to the sturdiest and homeliest Scottish simplicity, gave to
the modern lyric its inspiration, striking for the age the musical pitch of
true and tender emotion, as decidedly as Wordsworth has touched for it the
key-note of the thoughtful harmonies of natural and intellectual beauty.
Tennyson undoubtedly stands at the head of all living singers, and his name
might well serve as the high-water mark of modern verse ; but as our vol-
ume gives a liberal space to American authorship, I have ventured to let
the name of the author of “Evangeline” represent, as it well may, the
present poetic culture of our English-speaking people at home and abroad.
While by no means holding myself to a strict responsibility asregards the
sentiment and language of the poems which make up this volume, and while
I must confess to a large tolerance of personal individuality manifesting it-
self in widely varying forms of expression, I have still somewhat scrupu-
lously endeavored to avoid in my selections everything which seemed liable
to the charge of irreverence or questionable morality. In this respect the
poetry of the last quarter of a century, with a few exceptions, has been note-
worthy for purity of thought and language, as well as for earnestness and re-
ligious feeling. The Muse of our time is a free but profoundly reverent
inquirer ; it is rarely found in “the seat of the scorner.” If it does not
always speak in the prescribed language of creed and formula, its utterances
often give evidence of fresh communion with that Eternal Spirit whose
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responses are never in any age or clime withheld from the devout ques-
tioner.

My great effort has been to make a thoroughly readable book. With
this in view I have not given tedious extracts from dull plays and weary
epics, but have gathered up the best of the old ballads and short, time-
approved poems, and drawn largely from contemporary writers and the
waifs and estrays of unknown authors. I have also, as a specialty of the
work, made a careful selection of the best hymns in our language. I am
prepared to find my method open to criticism from some quarters, but I
have catered not so much far the scholarly few as for the great mass of
readers to whose “snatched leisure ” my brief lyrical selections would seem
to have a special adaptation.

It enly remains for me to acknowledge the valuable suggestions and aid
I have received from various sources during the preparation of this volume,
and especially the essential assistance I have had from Lucy LarcoM of
Beverly Farms, to whose services I have before been indebted in the com-
pilation of “ Child Life.”

J. G. W.
ANMESBURY, 9th mo., 1874



NOTE TO REVISED EDITION.

.

IN offering the public a somewhat enlarged edition of the “ Songs of
Three Centuries ” it may be well to say that the closing portion of the col-
lection was never, in some respects, quite satisfactory to the arranger. The
time of its preparation was limited, and some things were thus overlooked
which would have added to the value of the volume. It was not intended,
however, to make a large book, and the fifty or more new poems which
now appear, do not greatly swell its size, while they bring the selections
down to the present date, carrying out the purpose of the compiler, as indi-
cated in his Preface.

November, 1890.
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LORD THOMAS VAUX.
[1510-1557.]
THOUGHT.

‘WHEN all is done and said,
In the end this shall you find :
He most of all doth bathe in bliss
That hath a quiet mind ;
And, clear from worldly cares,
To deem can be content
The sweetest time in all his life
In thinking to be spent.

The body subject is
To fickle Fortune’s power,
And to a million of mishaps
Is casual every hour;
And Death in time doth change
It to a clod of clay;
‘When as the mind, which is divine,
Runs never to decay.

Companion none is like
Unto the mind alone,
For many have been harmed by speech, —
Through thinking, few, or none.
Fear oftentimes restraineth words,
But makes not thoughts to cease;
And he speaks best, that hath the skill
‘When for to hold his peace.

Our wealth leaves us at death,
Our kinsmen at the grave:
But virtues of the mind unto
The heavens with us we have;
Wherefore, for virtue’s sake,
I can be well content
The sweetest time of all my life
To deem in thinking spent.

‘THOMAS STERNHOLD.
[Died 1549.]
MAJESTY OF GOD.

THE Lord descended from above,
And bowed the heavens most high,
And underneath his feet he cast
The darkness of the sky.

On cherubim and seraphim
Full royally he rode,

And on tl};e wings of m;fhty winds
Came flying all abro

He sat serene upon the floods,
Their fury to restrain;

And he, as sovereign Lord and King,
For evermore shall reign.

¢ e

HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF
SURRE

(1515 - 1547.]

NO AGE CONTENT WITH HIS OWN
ESTATE.

LAID in my quiet bed,
In study as I were,

I saw within my troubled head
A heap of thoughts appear.

And every thought did show
So lively in mine eyes,

That now I sighed, and then I smiled,
As cause of thoughts did rise.
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1 saw the little boy,
In thought how oft that he

Did wish of God, to scape the rod,
A tall young man to E.

The young man eke that feels
His boues with pains opprest,
How he would be a rich ols man,

To live and lie at rest:

The rich old man that sees
His end draw on so sore,
How he would be a boy again,
To live so much the more.

‘Whereat full oft I smiled,
To see how all these three,

From boy to man, from man to boy,
Would chop and change degree :

And musing thus, I think,
The case is very strange,

That man from wealth, to live in woe,
Doth ever seek to change.

Thus thoughtful as I lay,
I saw my withered skin,

How it doth show my dented thews,
The flesh was worn so thin;

And eke my toothless chaps,
The gates of my right way,
That opes and shuts as I do speak,
Do thus unto me say:

¢ The white and hoarish hairs,
The messengers of age,

That show, like lines of true belief,
That this life doth assuage;

¢ Bid thee lay hand, and feel
Them hanging on my chin.

The which do write two ages past,
The third now coming in.

¢ Hang up, therefore, the bit
Of thy young wanton time;
And thou that therein beaten art,
The happiest life define.”

Whereat I sighed, and said,
‘“ Farewell my wonted joy!

Truss up thi pack, and trudge from me,
To every little boy;

¢¢ And tell them thus from me,
Their time most happy is,

If to their time they reason had,
To know the truth of this.”

SIR THOMAS WYATT,
[1903 - 1543.]
PLEASURE MIXED WITH PAIN.

VENoMoUs thorns that are so sharp and
keen
Bear flowers, we see, full fresh and
fair of hue:
Poison is also put in medicine,
And unto man his health doth oft
renew. :

The fire that all things eke consumeth
clean,
May hurt and heal : then if that this
be true,
I trust some time my harm may be my
health,
Since every woe is joinéd with some
wealth.

A DESCRIPTION OF SUCH A ONE AS
HE WOULD LOVE.

A FACE that should content me wondrous
well,

Should not be fair, but lovely to behold

With gladsome cheer, all grief for to ex-

1;

With sl:)eber looks so would I that it
should

Speak without words, such words as
none can tell ;

The tress also should be of crispéd gold.

With wit and these, might chance I
might be tied,

And knit again with knot that should
not slide.

—_——

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE.
(1564 - 1593-]
THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS
LOVE.
CoME live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove,

That valleys, groves, and hills and fields,
Wood or steepy mountain yields.

And we will sit upon the rocks,
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks
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By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Milodious birds sing madrigals.

And I will make thee beds of roses,
And a thousand fragrant posies;

A cap of flowers and a kirtle,
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle ;

A gown made of the finest wool,
‘Which from our pretty lambs we pull ;
Fair linéd slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold ;

A belt of straw and ivy buds,

With coral clasps and amber studs :
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me, and be my love.

The shepherd swains shall dance and

sing,
For thy delight, each May-morning:
If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me, and be my love.

—_——

SIR WALTER RALEIGH.

[1552-1618.)
THE NYMPH’S REPLY.

Ir all the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,
These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee, and be thy love.

Time drives the flocks from field to fold,
‘When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ;
And Philomel becometh dumb, :
The rest complain of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields
To wayward winter reckoning yields;
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,

Thy coral clasps and amber studs, —
these in me no means can move

To come to thee and be thy love.

But could youth last, and love still breed,
Had joys no date, nor age no need,
Then these delights my mind might move
To live with thée and be thy love.

THE PILGRIM.

GIVE me my scallop-shell of quiet,

My staff of faith to walk upon;

My scrip of joy, immortal diet;

My bottle of salvation ;

My gown of glory (hope’s true gauge),

And thus I’ll take my pi]grimage.

Blood must be my body’s "balmer,

‘Whilst my soul, a quiet Palmer,

Travelleth towards the land of Heaven;

No other balm will there be given.

Over the silver mountains,

‘Where spring the nectar fountains,

There will I kiss the bowl of bliss,

And drink mine everlasting fill

Upon every milken hill;

My soul will be a-dry before,

But after, it will thirst no more.

Then, by that happy, blissful day,
More peaceful pilgrims I shall see,

That have cast o! tﬁzlir rags of clay,
And walk apparelled fresh, like me.

THE SOUL’S ERRAND.

Go, soul, the body’s guest,
Upon a thankless errand !
Fear not to touch the best,
The truth shall be thy warrant :
Go, since I needs must die,
And give the world the lie.

Go, tell the court it glows,
And shines like rotten wood ;
Go, tell the church it shows
What’s good, and doth no good :
If church and court reily,
Then give them both the lie.

Tell potentates they live
Acting by others’ actions;
Not loved unless they give,
Not strong but by their factions:
If potentates reply,
Give potentates the lie.

Tell men of l;ilgh condition
That rule affairs of state,
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Their purpose is ambition,
Theg- dpmctice only hate:
And if they once reply,
Then give them all the lie.

Tell them that brave it most,
They beg for more by spending,
‘Who in their greatest cost,
Seek nothing but commending :
And if they make reply,
Then give them all the lie.

Tell zeal it lacks devotion,
Tell love it is but lust,
Tell time it is but motion,
Tell flesh it is but dust:
And wish them not reply,
For thou must give the [vie.

Tell age it daily wasteth,
Tell honor how it alters,
Tell beanty how she blasteth,
Tell favor how she falters :

And as they shall reply,
Give every one the he.

Tell wit how much it wrangles
In tickle points of niceness;
Tell wisdom she entangles
Herself in over-wiseness :
And when they do reply,
Straight give them both the lie.

Tell physic of her boldness,
Tell skill it is pretension,
Tell charity of coldness,
Tell law it is contention :
And as they do reply,
So give them still the lie.

Tell fortune of her blindness,
Tell nature of decay,
Tell friendship of unkindness,
Tell justice of delay :
And if they will reply,
Then give them all the lie.

Tell arts they have no soundness,
But vary by esteeming;
Tell schools they want profoundness,
And stand too much on seeming :
If arts and schools reply,
Give arts and schools the lie.

Tell faith it ’s fled the city;
Tell how the country erreth;

Tell, manhood shakes off pig;
Tell, virtue least preferreth :
And if they do reply,
Spare not to give the lie.

So when thou hast, as 1
Cominanded thee, done blabbing,
Although to give the lie
Deserves no less than stabbing,
Yet stab at thee who will,
No stab the soul can kill.

——

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY.
[1554 - 1586.]
SONNETS.

WitH how sad steps, O Moon! thou
climb’st the skies,

How silently, and with how wan a face!

What may it be, that even in heavenly
place

That busy Archer his sharp arrows tries !

Sure, if that long with love acquainted

eyes

Can judge of love, thou feel'st a lover's
case;

I read it in thy looks, thy languished grace

To me that feel the like thy state descries.

Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,

Is constant love decmed there but want .

of wit?
Arebeauties thereasproud ashere theybe?
Do they above love to be loved, and yet
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth

possess?
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness?

CoME, Sleep, O Sleep, the certain knot

of peace,

The baitinlz:-place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s
release,

The indifferent judge between the high
and low.

With shield of proof shield me from out
the prease

Of those fierce darts, Despair at me doth
throw ;

O make in me those civil wars to cease!

I will good tribute pay, if thou do so.
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Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest

bed ;
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to
light ;
A rosy garland, and a weary head.
Andifthesethings, asbeing thine byright,
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in

me
Livelier than elsewhere Stella’s image see.
—_——

MATTHEW ROYDON.

LAMENT FOR ASTROPHEL (SIR PHILIP
SIDNEY),

You knew, — who knew not Astrophel ?
That I should live to say I knew,
And have not in possession still! —
Things known permit me to renew.
Of him you know his merit such
I cannot say — you hear—too much.

‘Within these woods of Arcady
He chief delight and pleasure took ;
And on the mountain Partheny,
Upon the crystal liquid brook,
he muses met him every day, —
Taught him to sing, and write, and
say.

‘When he descended down the mount
His personage seemed most divine;
A thousand fmces one might count
Upon his lovely, cheerful eyne.
'o hear him speak, and see him
smile,

You were in Paradise the while.

A sweet, attractive kind of grace;
A full assurance given by looks;
Continual comfort in a face;
The lineaments of gospel books :
I trow that countenance cannot lie
‘Whosethoughtsare legiblein theeye.

Above all others this is he
‘Who erst approvéd in his song,
That love an Eonor might agree,
And that pure love will do no wrong.
Sweet saints, it is no sin or blame
To love a man of virtuous name.

Did never love so sweetly breathe
In any mortal breast before:

Did never muse inspire beneath
A poet’s brain with finer store.
e wrote of love with high conceit
And beauty reared above her height.

—_——

EDMUND SPENSER.
(x553 - 1599-]
ANGELIC MINISTRY.

AND is there care in Heaven? And is
there love

In heavenly spirits to these creaturesbase,

That may compassion of their evils move?

There is, — much more wretched
were the case

Of men than beasts: but O the exceed-

ing grace
Of highest God, that loves hiscreaturesso,
And all his works with mercy doth em-

brace,
That blessed angels he sends to and fro,
To serve to wicked man, to serve his
wicked foe!

How oft do they their silver bowers leave,

To come to succor us that succor want!

How oft do they with golden pinions
cleave

The flitting skies, like flying pursuivant,

Against foul fiends to aid us militant!

They for us fight, they watch and duly

wi

And their bright squadrons round about
us plant;

And all for love and nothing for reward ;

O, why should heavenly God to men
have such regard ?

THE TRUE WOMAN.

THRICE happy she that is so well assured
Unto herself, and settled so in heart,
That neither will for better be allured,
Ne fears to worse with any chance to start,
But like a steady ship doth strongly part
The raging waves, and keeps her course

aright ;
Ne ought for tempest doth from it depart,
Ne ouqlht for fairer weather’s false de-
ight.
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Such self-assurance need not fear the

spite
of grudgl;ng foes, ne favor seek of friends ;
But in the stay of her own steadfast might,
Neither to one herself or other bends.
Most happy she that most assured doth

rest,
But he most happy who such one loves
best.

FROM THE EPITHALAMIUM.

OPEN the temple-iates unto my love.

Open them wide that she may enter in,

And all the posts adorn as doth behove,

And all the pillars deck with garlands
trim,

For to receive this saint with honor due,

That cometh in to you.

With trembling steps and humble rev-
erence

She cometh in before the Almighty’s view:

Of her, ye virgins | learn obedience,

When so ye come into these holy places,

To humble your proud faces.

Bring her up to the high altar, that she
may

The sacred ceremonies there partake,

The which do endless matrimony make;

And let the roaring organs loudly play

The praises of the Lord, in lively notes,

The whiles with hollow throats

The choristers the joyous anthems sing,

‘That all the woods may answer, and
their echo ring.

Behold whiles she before the altar stands,
Hearing the holy priestthat to her speaks,
And blesses herwith his twohappy hands,
How red the roses flush up in her cheeks !
And the pure snow, with goodly vermeil
stain,
Like crimson dyed in grain,
That even the angels, which continually
About the sacred altar do remain,
Forget their service, and about her fly,
Oft peeping in her face, that seems more
fair
The more they on it stare;
But her sad eyes, still fastened on the
ground,
Are governed with goodly modesty,
That suffers not one look to glance awry,
Which may let in a little thought un-
Why blush y
blush ye, Love! to give to me your
v hand, &

The pledge of all your band ¢

Sing, ye sweet angels! Alleluia sing,

That all the woods may answer, and your
echo ring.

UNA AND THE LION.

ONE day, nigh weary of the irksome way,
From her unhasty beast she did alight;

And on the grass her dainty limbe did lay
In secret shadow, far from all men’ssight ;
From her fair head her fillet she undight,
And laid her stole aside : her angel’s face,
As the great eye of heaven, shined bright,
And made a sunshine in a shady place;

Did never mortal eye behold such heav-

enly grace.

It fortunéd, out of the thickest wood,
A ramping lion rushéd suddenly,
Hunting full greedy after savage blood ;
Soon as the royal virgin he did spy,
With gaping mouth at her ran ily,
Tohaveat once devoured her tendercorse ;
But to the prey when as he drew more
nigh,
His bloody rage assuagéd with remorse,
And, with the sight amazed, forgot his
furious force.

Instead thereof he kissed her weary feet,

And licked her lily hands with fawning
tongue,

As he her wrongéd innocence did weet.

O how can beauty master the moststrong,

Andsimple truthsubdue avenging wrong!

‘Whose yielded pride and proud submis-

sion,

Still dreading death, when she had
marké lonf,

Her heart ’gan melt in great compassion,

And drizzling tears did shed for pure
affection.

The lion would not leave her desolate,

But with her went along, as a strong
guard

Of her chaste person, and a faithful mate

Of her sad troubles, and misfortuneshard.

Still, when she slept, he kept both watch
and ward ;

And, when she waked, hewaited diligent,

With humble service to her will pre-
pared :

Froniher faireyes hetook commandment,

And ever by her looks conceivéd her in-
tent.



EDMUND
THE HOUSE OF RICHES.

THAT house’s form within was rude and
strong,

Like an huge cavehewn outof rocky clift,

From whose rough vault the ragged
breaches hung

Embossed with massy gold of glorious

ft,
And wi%lh rich metal loaded every rift,
That heavy ruin they did seem to threat ;
And over them Arachune high did lift
Her cunning web, and spread her subtle
net,
Enwrappéd in foul smoke and clouds
more black than jet.

Both roof, and floor, and walls, were all
of gold,
But overgrown with dust and old de-

cay,
And hidyin darkness, that none could
behold
The hue thereof: for view of cheerful
da
Did never in that house itself display,
But a faint shadow of uncertain light;
Such asa lamp whose life does fadeaway ;
Or as the Moon, clothéd with cloudy

night,
Does show to him that walks in fearand
sad affright.

In all that room was nothing to be seen
But huge great iron chests, and coffers

strong,
All barred with double bends, that none
could ween
Them to enforce by violence or wrong;
On every side they placéd were along.
But all t};éedground with sculls was scat-

te:

Anddead men’s bones, which round about
were flung ;

‘Whose lives, it seeméd, whilome there
were shed,

Andtheirvile carcassesnow left unburiéd.

THE BOWER OF BLISS.

THERE the mostdainty paradiseonground

Itself doth offer to his sober eye,

In which all pleasures plenteously
abound,

And none does others’ happiness envy ;

BPENSER. 9

The painted flowers, the trees upshoot-

ing high,

The dales for shade, the hills for breath-
ing space,

The trembling groves, the crystal run.

ning by ;
And that which all fair works doth most

aggrace,
The art, which all that wrought, ap-
in no place.

One would have thought (so cunningly
the rude
And sc(‘)iméd parts were mingled with the
ne)
That nature had for wantonness ensued
Art, and that art at nature did re-

pine ;
So striving each the other to under-
mine,
Each did the other’s work more beautify ;
So diﬂ'gring both in wills, agreed in

ne :
So all agreed through sweet diversity,
This garden to adorn with all variety:

Eftsoons they heard & most melodious

sound,
Of all that might delight a dainty ear,
Such as at once might not on living

ground,
Save in this paradise be heard elsewhere :
Right hard it was for wight which did
it hear,
To readiJ;vhat manner music that might

For all that pleasing is to living ear,

‘Was there conso in one harmony ;

Birds, voices, instruments, winds, wa-
ters, all agree.

The joyous birds, shrouded in cheerful
shad

. e,

Their notes unto the voice attempered
sweet ;

The angelical soft trembling voices made

To the instruments divine respondence
meet ;

The silver ’sounding instruments did
meet

With }he base murmur of the water’s
all :

The water's fall with difference discreet,
Now soﬁ:i now loud, unto the wind did

call:
The gentle warbling wind low answeréd
toall.
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ROBERT SOUTHWELL.
[1560-1595.]
CONTENT AND RICH.

I DWELL in grace’s courts,
Enriched with virtue’s rights ;

Faith guides my wit, love leads my will,
Hope all my mind delights.

In lowly vales I mount
To pleasure’s highest pitch,
My simple dress sure honor brings.
y poor estate is rich.

My conscience is my crown,
Contented thoughts my rest ;

My heart is happy in itself;
ily bliss is in my breast.

Enough, I reckon wealth ;
A mean, the surest lot,

That lies too high for base contempt,
Too low for envy’s shot.

My wishes are but few,
All easy to fulfil;

I make the limits of my power
The bounds unto my will.

I have no hopes but one,
Which is of heavenly reign:

Effects attained, or not desired,
All lower hopes refrain.

I feel no care of coin,
Well-doing is my wealth :
My mind to me an empire is,
hile grace affordeth health.

I clip high-climbing thoughts,
e wings of swelling pride :
Their fate is worst, that from the height
Of greater honor slide.

Silk sails of largest size
The storm doth soonest tear :
I bear 8o low and small a sail
As freeth me from fear.

I wrestle not with rage
‘While fury’s flame doth burn;
It is in vain to stop the stream
Until the tide doth turn.

But when the flame is out,
And ebbing wrath do
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I turn a late-enragéd foe
Into a quiet friend ;

And, taught with often proof,
A tempered calm I find

To be most solace to itself,
Best cure for angry mind.

Spare diet is my fare,
My clothes more fit than fine ;
I know I feed and clothe a foe
That, pampered, would repine.

I envy not their ha
‘Whom favor doth advance:
I take no pleasure in their pain
That have less happy chance.

To rise by others’ fall
I deem a losing gain:

All states with others’ ruins built
To ruins run amain,

No change of fortune’s calms
Can cast my comforts down :
‘When fortune smiles, I smile to tt
How quickly she will frown;

And when, in froward mood,
She proved an angry foe,

Small gain I found to let her come
Less loss to let her go.

——

ALEXANDER HUME.
[About 1599.]
A SUMMER'S DAY.

THE time so tranquil is and clear,
That nowhere shall ye find,

Save on a high and barren hill,
An air of passing wind.

All trees and simples, great and sma
That balmy leaf do bear,

Than they were painted on a wall,
No more they move or stir.

The ships becalmed upon the seas,
Hang up their sails to dry;

The herds, beneath the leagr trees,
- flowers they lie.
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SIR JOHN DAVIES.

Great is the calm, for everywhere
The wind is settling down :

The smoke goes upright in the air,
From every tower and town.

What pleasure, then, to walk and see,
Along a river clear,

The perfect form of every tree
‘Within the deep appear :

The bells and circles on the waves,
From leaping of the trout;

The salmon fram their creels and caves
Come gliding in and out.

O sure it were a seemly thing,
‘While all is still and calm,
The praise of God to play and sing,
ith trumpet and with shalm !

All laborers draw home at even,
And can to others say,

¢“Thanks to the gracious God of heaven,
‘Who sent this summer day.”

——

SIR JOHN DAVIES.
(1570~ 1626.]
THE SOUL.

AGAIN, how can she but immortal be,
‘When with the motions of both will
and wit
She still aspireth to eternity,
And never rests till she attain to it ?

‘Water in conduit-pipes can rise no higher

Than the well-head from whence it first
doth spring :

Then, since to eternal God she doth as-

pire,
She cannot be but an eternal thing.
‘¢ All moving things to other things do

move
Of the same kind, which shows their
nature such”;
So earth falls down, and fire doth mount
above,
Till both their proper elements do
touch.
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And as the moisture which the thirsty
h

eart|
Sucks from the sea to fill her empty
veins,
From out her womb at last doth take a
birth,
And runs a lymph along the grassy
plains :

Long doth she stay, as loth to leave the
la

nd
From whose soft side the first did issue
make ;
She tastes all places, turns to every hand,
Her sgiwery banks unwilling to for-
e.

Yet Nature so her streams doth lead and
carry,
As that her course doth make no final

stay,
Till she herself unto the Ocean marry,
‘Within whose watery bosom first she
lay.

Even so the soul, which in this earthly
mould
The spirit of God doth secretly in-
fuse,
Beca.us&lel tit’ first she doth the earth be-
old,
And only this material world she views.

At ﬁrsl‘;i her mother Earth she holdeth
ear,
And doth embrace the world, and
worldly things.
She flies close by the ground and hovers
here
And mounts not up with her celestial
wings:

Yet under heaven she cannot light on
aught
That with her heavenly nature doth

agree;
She cannot rest, she cannot fix her
thought,
She cannot in this world contented be.

For who did ever yet, in honor, wealth,
Or pleasure of the sense, contentment
find?
‘Who ever ceased to wish when he had
wealth ?
Or having wisdom was not vexed in
mind ?
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Then as a bee, which among weeds doth

fall,
‘Which seem sweet flowers with lustre
fresh and gay,
8he lighltis on that and this, and tasteth
all;
But pleased with none, doth rise and
80ar away.

8o when the soul finds here no true con-
tent,
And like Noah’s dove can no sure
footing take,
8he doth return from whence she first
was sent,
And flies to Him that first her wings
did make.

80 while the virgin soul on earth doth

stay,
She, wooed and tempted in ten thou-
sand ways, .
By these great powers which on the earth
bear sway,
The wisdom of the world, wealth,
pleasure, praise:

With these sometimes she doth her time
beguile,
These do by fibs her fantasy possess;
But she distastes them all within a while,
And in the sweetest finds a tedious-
ness ;

But if upon the world’s Almighty King
8he once doth fix her humble, loving
thought;
Who by his picture drawn in every thing,
And sacred messages, her love ha
sought ;

Of him she thinks she cannot think too
much;

This honey tasted still, is ever sweet ;

The pleasure of her ravished thought is

such,
As almost here she with her bliss doth
meet.

But when in heaven she shall his essence

see,
This is her sovereign good, and perfect
bliss,
Her longings, wishings, hopes, all fin-
ished be,
Her gﬁl};s are full, her motions rest in
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There is she crowned with garlands of
content ;
There doth she manna eat, and nectar

drink :
That presence doth such high delights
present,
As never tongue could speak, nor
heart could think.

——

THOMAS NASH.
(1564 - 1600.]
CONTENTMENT.

I NEVER loved ambitiously to climb,

Or thrust my hand too far into the fire,
To be in heaven sure is a blessed thing,
But, Alt)his;-(like, to prop heaven on one’s

C
Cannot but be more labor than delight.
Such is the state of men in honor placed :
They are gold vessels made for servile

uses;

High trees that keep the weather from
low houses,

But cannot shield the tempest from them-
selves.

Ilove to dwell betwixt the hillsand dales,

Neither to be so great as to be envied,

Nor yet so poor the world should pity me.

—_——

WILLIAM DRUMMOND.
[x585 - 1649.]
THE LESSONS OF NATURE.

Or this fair volume which we World do
name

If we the sheets and leaves could turn
with care,

Of him who it corrects, and did it frame,

‘We clear might read the art and wisdom
rare:

Find out his power which wildest powers
doth tame,

His providence extending everywhere,

His justice which proud rebels doth not

spare,
In every page, no period of the same.



SIR HENRY WOTTON.— LADY ELIZABETH CAREW.

But silly we, like foolish children, rest
Well pleased with colored vellum, leaves

of gold,
Fair dangling ribbons, leaving what is

On the gm’a.t writer's sense ne'er taking
hold ;

Or if by chance we stay our minds on
aught,
It is some picture on the margin wrought.

—_——

SIR HENRY WOTTON.
[x568 - 1639.]

IO HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OF
BOHEMIA.

You meaner beauties of the night,
That poorly satisfy our eyes

More by your number than your light!
You common people of the skies!
‘What are you, when the sun shall rise?

You curious chanters of the wood,

That warble forth dame Nature's lays,
Thinking your voices understood

By your weak accents! what’s your

praise
‘When Philomel her voice shall raise ¢

You violets that first appear,
By your pure purple mantles known,
Like the proud virgins of the year,
As if the spring were all your own !
‘What are you, when the rose is blown ?

30, when my mistress shall be seen
In form and beauty of her mind ;
By virtue first, then choice, a Queen!
Tell me, if she were not designed

The eclipse and glory of her kind ?

THE GOOD MAN.

How happy is he born and taught,
That serveth not another’s will ;

‘Whose armor is his honest thought,
And simple truth his utmost skill!

‘Whose passions not his masters are,
‘Whose soul is still prepared for death,
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Untied unto the worldly care
Of public fame, or private breath ;

‘Who envies none that chance doth raise,
Or vice; who never understood

How deepest wounds are given by praise;
Nor rules of state, but rules of good ;

‘Who hath his life from rumors freed,
‘Whose conscience is his strong retreat ;

‘Whose state can neither flatterers feed,
Nor ruin make oppressors great ;

‘Who God doth late and early pray,
More of his grace than gifts to lend ;
And entertains the harmless day
With a religious book or friend :

This man is freed from servile bands,
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;

Lord of himself, though not of lands;
And having nothing, yet hath all.

—_——

LADY ELIZABETH CAREW
[About 1613.]

REVENGE OF INJURIES.

THE fairest action of our human life
Is scorning to revenge an injury;
For who forgives without a further strife,
His adversary’s heart to him doth ve;
And 't is a firmer conquest truly said,
Towin the heart, than overthrow the head.

If we a worthy enemy do find,

To yield to worth it must benoblydone;
But if of baser metal be his mind,

In base revenge there is no honor won.
‘Who would a worthy cou overthrow ¢
And who would wrestle v?i‘ﬁf a worthless

foe ?

‘We say 91}1& hearts are great, and cannot
yield ;
Because they cannot yield, it proves
them poor:
Great hearts are tasked beyond their
power but seld ;
The weakest lion will the loudest roar.
Truth’s school for certain doth this same -

allow ;
High-heartedness doth sometimes teach
to bow.
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A noble heart doth teach a virtuous
scorn: —
To scorn to owe a duty overlong;
To scorn to be for benefits forborne ;
To scorn to lie; to scorn to do a wrong;
To scorn to bear an injury in mind;
To scorgl :1. free-born heart slave-like to
ing

But if f]';)r wrongs we needs revenge must
ave,
Then bedsur vengeance of the noblest
kind.
Do we his body from our fury save,
And let our hate prevail against his
mind?

‘What can 'gainst him a greater vengeance
be,
Than make his foe more worthy far than

he?
e
SAMUEL DANIEL.
[2562- 1619.]

FROM AN EPISTLE TO THE COUNT-
ESS OF CUMBERLAND.

HE that of such a height hath built his

mind,

And reared the dwelling of his thoughts
80 strong,

As neither fear nor hope can shake the
frame

Of his resolvéd powers; nor all the wind

Of vanity or malice pierce to wrong

His settled , or to disturb the same:

‘What a fair seat hath he, from whence he

ma
The boungless wastes and wilds of man
survey ?

And with how free an eye doth he look
down

Upon these lower regions of turmoil #

‘Where all the storms of passions mainly

beat
On flesh and blood : where honor, power,
renown,
Are only gay afflictions, golden toil ;
‘Where greatness stands upon as feeble
feet,
As frailty doth ; and only great doth seem
To little minds, who do it so esteem.

He looks upon the mightiest monarch’s
wars

But only as on stately robberies ;

Where evermore the fortune that prevails

Must be the right : the ill-succeedingmars

The fairest and the best faced enterprise.

Great pirate Pompey lesser pirates quails :

Justice, he sees (as if seducéd), still

Conspires with power, whose cause must
not be ilfo

And whilst distraught ambition com-
. passes,
And is encompassed ; whilst as craft de-

ceives,
And is deceived : whilst man doth ransack

man,

And builds on blood, and risesby distress ;

And the inheritance of desolation leaves

To great-expecting hopes : he looks there-
o

n,
As from the shore of peace, with unwet
eye,
And bears no venture in impiety.
Thus, madam, fares that man, that hath

re;
A rest }:)r is desires ; and sees all thin
Beneath him ; and hath learned this boo

of man,
Full of the notes of frailty ; and compared
The best of glory with her sufferings :
By whom, I see, you labor all you can
Toplantyourheart ; and set your thoughts
as near
His glorious mansion, as your powers can -
bear.

‘Which, madam, are so soundly fashionéd
By that clear judgment, that hath carried

ou

Beyond the feeble limits of your kind,

As the{c:; stand against the strongest

e

Passion can make; inured to any hue

The world can cast: it cannot cast that
mind

Out of her form of goodness, that doth see

Both what the best and worst of earth
can be.

Whichfmakeé, that whatsoever here be-
falls

You in the,region of yourself remain :
‘Where no vain breath of the impudent

molests
That hath secured within the brazen walls



WILLIAM BYRD.

Of a clear conscience, that (without all
stain)

Rises in

Whilst

cures
~ Shows her own ugly heart, but hurts not
yours.

e, in innocency rests;
that Malice from without pro-

And whereasnonerejoice more in revenge,

Than women use to do; yet you well
know,

That wrong is better checked by being
contemned,

Than being pursued ; leaving to him to
avenge,

Towhomitappertains. Wherein youshow

How worthily your clearness hath con-
demned

Base malediction, living in the dark,

That at tl;: rays of goodness still doth
bar]

Knowing the heart of man is set to be
The centre of this world, about the which
These revolutions of disturbances

8till roll ; where all the aspects of misery
Predominate : whose strong effects are

such,
As he must bear, being powerless to re-
dress:
And that unless above himself he can
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man.

——

WILLIAM BYRD.
. [1540-1633.]
MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.

MY mind to me a kingdom is ;

Such perfect joy therein I find
As far exceeds all earthly bliss

That God or Nature hath assigned ;
Though much I want that most would

ave,
Yet still my mind forbids to crave.

Content I live; this is my stay, —
I seek no more than may suffice.
I press to bear no haughty sway;
k, what I lack my mind supplies.
Lo! thus I triumph like a ki
Content with that' my mind doth bring.
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I see how plenty surfeits oft,

And hasty climbers soonest fall ;
I see that such as sit aloft

Mishap doth threaten most of all.
These get with toil, and keep with fear;
Such cares my mind could never bear.

No princely pomp nor wealthy store,
o force to win the victory,
No wily wit to salve a sore,
No shape to win a lover's eye, —
To none of these I yield as thrall;
For why, my mind despiseth all.

Some have too much, yet still they crave ;
I little have, yet seek no more.
They are but poor, though much they
ha)

ve ;
And I am rich witil little store.

They poor, I rich; they beg, I give;

They m, I lend; they pine, 1 live.

I laugh not at another’s loss,
I grudge not at another’s gain;

No worldly wave my mind can toss;
I brook that is another’s bane.

1 fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ;

I loathe not life, nor dread mine end.

I joy not in no earthly bliss;

I weigh not Creesus’ wealth a straw ;
For care, I care not what it is;

I fear not fortune’s fatal law;
My mind is such as may not move
For beauty bright, or force of love.

1 wish but what I have at will;

I wander not to seek for more;
I like the plain, I climb no hill;

In greatest storms I sit on shore,
And laugh at them that toil in vain
To get what must be lost again.

1 kiss not where I wish to kill;
I feign not love where most I hate;
I break no sleep to win my will;
I wait not at the mighty’s gate.
1 scorn no poor, I fear no rich;
I feel no want, nor have too much.

The court nor cart I like nor loathe;
Extremes are counted worst of all ;
The golden mean betwixt them both
Doth surest sit, and fears no fall ;
This is my choice; for why, I find
No wealth is like a quiet mind.
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My wealth is health and-perfect ease;
y conscience clear my chief defence;
I never seek by bribes to please,
Nor by desert to give osence.
Thus do I live, thus will I die;
‘Would all did so as well as 11

——

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.
[2564~ 1616.]
SONGS.

ARIEL'S SONG.

‘WHERE the bee sucks, there lurk I;

In a cowslip’s bell I lie;

There I couch when owls do cry;

On the bat’s back I do fly.

After summer merrily,

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now,
Under the blossom that hangs on the

bough.

THE FAIRY TO PUCK.

OVER hill, over dale,

Thorough bush, thorough brier,
Over park, over pale,

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander everywhere,

Swifter than the moon’s sphere.

And I serve the Fairy Queen,

To dew her orbs upon the green ;
The cowslips tall her pensioners be,
In their gold coats spots you see, —
Those be rubies, fairy favors;

In those freckles live their savors.

I must go seek some dew-drops here,
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.

AMIENS'S S8ONG.

Brow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude ;
Thy tooth is not so keen,
Because thou art not seen,
Although thy breath be rude.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot:

——
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Though thou the waters warp,
Thy sting is not so sha
As friend remembe

A SEA DIRGR

FuLL fathom five thy father lies:
Of his bones are coral made ;
Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that doth fade,
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:
Hark ! now I hear them, —
Ding, dong, bell.

not.

HARK! HARK! THE LARK!

HARK ! hark ! the lark at heaven's gate
oy s
And Pheebus ’gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes;
‘With everything that pretty bin;
My lady sweet, arise.

UNDER THE GREENWOOD-TRER

UNDER the greenwood-tree
‘Who loves to lie with me,
And tune his merry note
Unto the sweet bird’s throat,
Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here shall he see
No enemy,
But winter and rough weather.

‘Who doth ambition shun,
And loves to live i’ the sun,
Seeking the food he eats,

And pleased with what he gets,
Come hither, come hither, come hither!
Here shall he see

No enemy,
| Bat winter and rough weather.

DIRGE FOR FIDELE.

| 4

 FEAR no more the heat o’ the sun,

- Nor the furious winter's ;

- Thou thy worldly task hast dene,
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages:




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

Golden 1ads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o’ the great,
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ;
Care no more to clothe, and eat;

To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning flash,
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
Fear not slander, censure rash;
Thou hast finished joy and moan:
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

No exorciser harm thee!

Nor no witchcraft charm thee!
Ghost unlaid forbear thee !
Nothing ill come near thee!
Quiet consummation have;
And renownéd be thy grave.

—

SONNETS.

WhaEN in disgrace with fortune and
men'’s eyes,

I all alone bew;?) my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my boot-
less cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in

od T
Featured like him, like him with friends
Desiring this man's art, and that man’s

scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;
Yet in these thoughts myself almost de-
spm.ni,
Haply I think on thee, — and then my
state
(Like to the lark at break of day srising
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heav-
en’s gate ;
For thy sweet love remembered, such
wealth brings,
That then I scorn to change my state
with kings.

‘WHEN to the sessions of sweet silent
. thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
1 sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
2
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And with old woes new wail my dear

time’s waste :
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid in death’s date-
less night,
And weaﬁ afresh love's long-since-can-
celled woe,
And moan the expense of many a van-
ished sight.
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
But if the while I think on thee, dear
friend,
All losses are restored, and sorrows
end.

THAT tlnlmc:1 of year thou mayst in me be-
ol

‘When {ellow leaves, or none, or few, do
n

ang
Upon those boughs which shake against
the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet
birds sang.
In me thou seest the twilight of such day,
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take

away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in
rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such

fire,
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the gleath-bed whereon it must ex-

ire,
Consun?ed with that which it was nour-
ished by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy
love more strong, .
To love that well which thou must
leave erelong.

THEY that have power to hurt and will
do none,
That do not do the thing they most do
show,
‘Who, moving others, are themselves as
stone,
gllllmové(lll, {:old, anl(li to tﬁmptation slow;
ey rightly do inherit heaven’s graces,
Amiy husbaid nature’s riches from ex-
pense ;
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They are the lords and owners of their
fe

aces,
Others but stewards of their excellence.
The summer’s flower is to the summer
sweet,
Though to itself it only live and die;
But if that flower with base infection
meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity :
For sweetest things turn sourest by
their deeds;
Lilies that fester smell far worse than
weeds.

AvLas, 'tistrue,  havegone hereand there,

And made myself a motley to the view,

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap
what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new.

Most true it is, that I have looked on
truth

Askance and strangely ; but, byall above,

These blen«i)hes gave my heart another
youth,

And worse essays proved thee my best of
love.

Now all is done, save what shall have no

end:
Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newell)'e roof, to try an older friend,
A God in love, to whom I am confined.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven
e best,
Even to thy pure and most most loving
breast.

LET me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove;
0 no; it is an ever-fixéd mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never
shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
‘Whose worth’s unknown, although his
height be taken.
Love ’s not Time's fool, though rosy lips
and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass
come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and
weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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No! Time, thou shalt not boast that I
do change:
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothingstrange ;
They are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we
admire :
‘What thou dost foist upon us that is old;
And rather make them born to our desire,
Than think that we before have heard
them told.
Thy registers and thee I both defy,
Not wonderingat the present nor the past ;
For thy records and what we see do lie,
Made more or less by thy continual haste:
This I do vow, and t{is shall ever be,
I wiltlhbe true, despite thy scythe and
ee. .

——

BEN JONSON.
[1574-1637.]
THE NOBLE NATURE.

It is not growing like a tree
In bulk, doth make man better be;
Or standing long an oak, three hundred

ar,
To fallielog at last, dry, bald, and sere:
Alily of a day
Is fairer far in May,
Althoughitfalland die that night, —
It was the plant and flower of Light.
In small proportions we just beautiessee; -
And in short measures life may perfect be.

~ SONG OF HESPERUS.

QUEEN, and huntress, chaste and fair,

Now the sun is laid to sleep,

Seated in thy silver chair,

State in wonted manner keep:
Hesperus entreats thy light,
Goddess excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade
Dare itself to interpose ;

Cynthia’s shining orb was made
Heaven to clear, when day did close:
Bless us then with wishéd sight,

Goddess excellently bright.
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Lay thy bow of pearl apart,

And thy crystal shining quiver ;

Give unto the flying hart

Space to breathe, how short soever:
Thou that makest a day of night,
Goddess excellently bright.

ON LUCY, COUNTESS OF BEDFORD.

TH1s morning, timely rapt with holy fire,
Ithought toform unto my zealous Muse,
‘Whatkind of creature I could mostdesire,
To honor, serve, and love ; as poets use,
I meant to make her fair, and free, and

wise,
Of greatest blood, and yet more good
than great;
I meant the day-star should not brighter

rise,
Nor lend like influence from his lucent
seat. .
I meant she should be courteous, facile,
sweet,
Hating that solemn vice of greatness,
pride ;
I meant each softest virtue there should
meet,
Fit in that softer bosom to reside.
Only a learned and a manly soul
I purposed her; that should, with
even powers,
The rock, the spindle, and the shears
control
Of Destiny, and spin her own free hours.
Such when I meant to feign, and wished

to see,
My Muse bade, Bedford write, and that
was she.

THE SWEET NEGLECT.

STILL to be neat, still to be drest,

As you were going to a feast:

8till to be powdered, still perfumed -
Lady, it is to be presumed,

Though art’s hid causes are not found,
All is not sweet, all is not sound. °

Give me a look, give me a face,

That makes simplicity a grace;

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:
Such sweet neglect more taketh me,
Than all the adulteries of art,

That strike mine eyes, but not my heart.
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HOW NEAR TO GOOD IS WHAT ISFAIR!

How near to good is what is fair!
‘Which we no sooner see,

But with the lines and outward air
Our senses taken be.

‘We wish to see it still, and prove
‘What ways we may deserve;

‘We court, we praise, we more than love,
‘We are not grieved to serve.

EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH L. H.

‘WouLDsT thou hear what man can say
In a little ?— reader, stay !
Underneath this stone doth lie

As much beauty as could die, —
‘Which in life did harbor give

To more virtue than doth live.

If at all she had a fault,

Leave it buried in this vault.

One name was Elizabeth, —

The other, let it sleep with death.
Fitter where it died to tell,

Than that it lived at all. Farewell!

—_——

UNKNOWN.
[Before 1649.]

LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY.

OVER the mountains,
And under the waves,
Over the fountains,

And under the graves,
Under floods which are deepest,
‘Which Neptune obey,

Over rocks which are stee
Love will find out the way.

‘Where there is no place
For the glow-worm to lie,
Where there is no place
For the receipt of a fly,
‘Where the gnat dares not venture,
Lest herself fast she lay,
If Love come he will enter,
And find out the way.

If that he were hidden,
And all men that are,

‘Were strictly forbidden
That place to declare;
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‘Winds that have no abidings,
Pitying their delay,

‘Would come and bring him tidings,
And direct him the way.

If the earth should him,
He would gnllop it o'er;
If the seas should o’erthwart him,
He would swim to the shore.
Should his love become a swallow,
Through the air to stray,
Love will lend wings to follow,
And will find out the way.
There is no striving
To cross his intent,
There is ro contriving
l-fli.s plottﬁ to prevent; him,
Baut if once the message greet hi
That his true love doth stay,
If death should come and meet him,
Love will find out the way.

———

UNKNOWN.
[Bewre 1685.]

MAY-DAY SONG.

REMEMEER us poor Mayers all !
And thus do we begin
To lead our lives in righteousness,
Or else we die in sin.
‘We have been rambling all the night,
And almost all theday;
And now returnéd back again,
‘We have brought you a branch of May.

A branch of May we have brought you,
And at your door it stands:

It is but a sprout,

But it’s welﬁ budded out
By the work of our Lord’s hands.

The heavenly gates are open wide,
Our paths alg:beuwn pm;

And if a man be not too far gone,
He may return again.

The moon shines bright, and the stars

give a light,

A little before it is day;

So God bless you all, both great and

small,
And send you a joyfal May!

80ONGS OF THREE CENTURIES.

UNKNOWN.
[Before 1649.]

BEGONE DULL CARE!

BeGoNE dull care!
I prithee begone from me:
Bevfone dull care !
hou and I can never agree.
Long while thou hast been tarrying here,
And fain thon wouldst me kill ;
But i’ faith, dull care,
Thou never shalt have thy will.

Too much care
Will make a young man gray ;
Too much care
Will turn an old man to clay.
My wife shall dance, and I wlﬁ sing,
So merrily the day;
For I hold it is the wisest thing,
To drive dull care away.

Hence, dull care,
I’ll none of thy company ;
Hence, dull care, penys
Thou art no pair for me.
We’ll hunt the wild boar through the
wold,
So merrily pass the day;
And then at night, o'er a cheerful bowl,
‘We’ll drive dall care away.

——

BISHOP RICHARD CORBETT.
[1582 - 1635.]
FAREWELL TO THE FAIRIES.

FAREWELL rewards and fairies !
Good housewifes now may say,
For now foul sluts in dairies
Do fare as well as they.
And thlough they sweep their hearths no
ess

Than maids were wont to do;
Yet who of late, for cleanliness,
Finds sixpence in her shoe?

Lament, lament, old Abbeys,
The fairies’ lost command ;

They did but change priests’ babies,
But some have changed your land ;
And all your children sprung from thence

Are now grown Puritans ;
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Who live as changelings ever since, More swift than lightning can I fly
For love of your domains. ’ About this airy welkin soon,

At morning and at evening both,
You merry were and glad,

So little care of sleep or sloth
These pretty ladies had ;

‘When Tom came home from labor,
Or Cis to milking rose,

Then merrily went their tabor,
And nimbly went their toes.

Witness those rings and roundelays
Of theirs, which yet remain,

‘Were footed in Queen lidlary’s days
On many a sy plain;

But since Zf l&gt:aasElingeth,
And later, James came in,

They never danced on any heath
As when the time hath been.

By which we note the fairies
‘Were of the old profession,
Their songs were Ave-Maries,
Their dances were procession :
But now, alas! they all are dead,
Or gone beyond the seas;
Or farther for religion fled ;
Or else they take their ease.

A tell-tale in their company
They never could endure,
And whoso kept not secretly
Their mirth, was punished sure;
It was a just and Christian deed,
To pinch such black and blue:
0, how the commonwealth doth need
Such justices as you!

—_——

UNKNOWN.
[Before 1649.]

ROBIN GOODFELLOW.

FrouM Oberon, in fairy-land,
The king of ghosts and shadows there,
Mad Robin I, at his command,
Am sent to view the night-sports here.
‘What revel rout
Is kept about,
In every corner where I go,
IAnw‘;ll o’erse%,e,
me
And make go‘:x sport, with ho, ho, ho !

And, in & minute’s space, d

Each thing that’sdone below the moon.
There’s not a hag
Or ghost shall wag,

Or cr}{, "ware goblins ! where I go;

ut Robin I

Their feasts will spy,

And send them home with ho, ho, ho !

‘Whene'er such wanderers I meet,
As from their night-sports they trudge
home,
With counterfeiting voice I greet,
And call them on with me to roam:
Through woods, through lakes;
Through bogs, through brakes;
Or else, unseen, with them I go.
All in the nick,
To la.y some trick,
And frolic it, with ho, ho, ho!

Sometimes I meet them like a man,
Sometimes an ox, sometimes a hound ;
And to a horse I turn me can,
To trip and trot about them round.
But if to ride
My back they stride,
More swift than wind away I go,
O’er hedge and lands,
Through pools and ponds,
I hurry, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

‘When lads and lasses merry be,
With possets and with junkets fine;
Unseen of all the company,
I eat their cakes mgs sip their wine!
And, to make sport,
I puff and snort:
And out the candles I do blow:
The maids I kiss,
They shriek— Who ’s this?
I answer naught but ho, ho, ho!

Yet now and then, the maids to please,
At midnight I card up their wool ;
And, while they sleep and take their

ease,

With wheel to threads their flax I pull.
I grind at mill
Their malt up still;

I dress their hemp ; I spin their tow;
If any wake,
And would me take,

I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho!



22

‘Wken any need to borrow aught,
We lend them what they do require:
And for the use demand we naught;
QOur own is all we do desire.
If to repa;
They do Xela y
Abroad amongst them then I go,
And night by night,
I them affright,
With I;linchings, dreams, and ho, ho,
0!

‘When lazy queans have naught to do,
But study how to cog and lie;
To make debate and mischief too,
'Twixt one another secretly :
1 mark their gloze,
And it disclose
To them whom they have wrongéd so:
‘When I have done
I get me gone,
And liave em scolding, ho, ho,
o!

‘When men do trags and engines set
In loopholes, where the vermin creep,
Who from their folds and houses get
Their ducks and geese, and lambs and
sheep;
1 spy the gin,
And enter in,
And seem a vermin taken s0;
But when they there
Approach me near,
1 leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho!

By wells and rills, in meadows green,
‘We nightly dance our heyday guise;
And to our fairy king and queen,
‘We chant our moonlight minstrelsies.
‘When larks 'gin sing,
Away we fling;
And babes new-born steal as we go;
And elf in bed
‘We leave in stead,
And wend us laughing ho, ho, ho!

From hag-bred Merlin’s time, have I
Thus nightly revelled to and fro;
And for my pranks men call me by
The name of Robin Goodfellow.
Fiends, ghosts, and sprites,
Who haunt the nights,
The hags and goblins do me know;
And beldames old
My feats have told,
So vale, vale ; ho, ho, ho!

SONGS OF THREE CENTURIES.

UNKNOWN.
[Before 1649-]
EDOM O’ GORDON.

It fell about the Martinmas,

‘When the wind blew shrill and cauld,
8aid Edom o’ Gordon to his men,

‘“We maun draw to a hauld.

¢ And whatna hauld sall we draw to,
My merry men and me?

We will gae to the house of the Rodes,
To see that fair ladye.”

The lady stood on her castle wa’,
Beheld baith dale and down;

There she was aware of a host of men
Came riding towards the town.

0 see ye not, my merry men a’,
O see ye not what I see?
Methinks I see a host of men;
I marvel who they be.”

She weened it had been her lovely lord,
As he cam’ riding hame ;

It was the traitor, Edom o’ Gordon,
‘Wha recked nor sin nor shame.

She had nae sooner buskit hersell,
And putten on her gown,

Till Edom o’ Gordon an’ his men
‘Were round about the town.

They had nae sooner supper set,
Nae sooner said the grace,

But Edom o’ Gordon an’ his men
Were lighted about the place.

The lady ran up to her tower-head,
As fast as she could hie,

To see if by her fair speeches
She could wi’ him agree.

¢ Come doun to me, ye lady gay,
Come doun, come doun to.me;

This night sall ye lig within mine arms,
To-morrow my bride sall be.”

““] winna come down, ye fause Gordon,
I winna come down to thee;

I winna forsake my ain dear lord, —
And he is na far frae me.”
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¢ Gie owre your house, ye lady fair,
Gie owre your house to me;

Or I sall burn yoursell therein,
But and your babies three.”

¢¢1 winna gie owre, ye fause Gordon,
To nae sic traitor as thee;

And if ye burn my ain dear babes,
My lord sall mak’ ye dree.

‘ Now reach my pistol, Glaud, my man,
And charge ye weel my gun;

For, but an I pierce that bluidy butcher,
My babes, we been undone !

She stood upon her castle wa’,
And let twa bullets flee :

She missed that bluidy butcher’s heart,
And only razed his knee.

“‘Setfiretothehouse !”” quo’ fause Gordon,
‘Wud wi’ dule and ire:

““Fause ladye, ye sall rue that shot
As ye burn in the fire { ¥

¢“Wae worth, wae worth ye, Jock,myman !
I paid ye weel your fee;

‘Why pu’ ye out the grund-wa’ stane,
Lets in the reek to me?

¢¢And e’en wae worth ye, Jock, my man !
I paid ye weel iour hire ;

Why pu’ ye out the grund-wa’ stane,
To me lets in the fire?”

““Ye paid me weel my hire, ladye,
Ye paid me weel my fee:

But now I 'm Edom o’ Gordon’s man, —
Maun either do or dee.”

O then be e her little son,
Sat on the nurse’s knee:
Says, ‘‘O mitherdear, gie owre thishouse,
'or the reek it smothers me.”

“1 wad gie a’ my goud, my bairn,
Sae wad I a’ my fee, v

For ae blast o’ the western wind,
To blaw the reek frae thee.”

O then bespake her daughter dear, —
She was baith jimp and sma’:

0 row’ me in a pair o’ sheets,
And tow me o’er the wa'!”

They row’d her in a pair o’ sheets,
And tow'd her owre the wa';
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But on the point o’ Gordon's spear
She gat a deadly fa'.

O bonnie, bonnie was her mouth,
And cherry were her cheeks,

And clear, clear was her yellow hair,
‘Whereon the red blood dreeps.

Then wi’ his spear he turned her owre ;
O gin her face was wan !

He said, ‘‘Ye are the first that e’er
I wished alive again.”

He cam’ and lookit again at her;
O gin her skin was white!

‘I might hae spared that bonnie face
To hae been some man’s delight.”

‘“Busk and boun, my merry men a’,
For ill dooms I do guess;—

I cannot look on that bonnie face
As it lies on the grass.”

‘“Wha looks to freits, my master dear,
Its freits will follow them ;

Let it ne’er be said that Edom o’ Gordon
‘Was daunted by a dame.”

But when the ladye saw the fire
Came flaming o’er her head,

She wept, and kissed her children twain,
Says, ‘‘Bairns, we been but dead.”

The Gordon then his bugle blew,
And said, ‘“ Awa’, awa’!

This house o’ the Rodes is a’ in a flame;
I hauld it time to ga’.”

And this way lookit her ain dear lord,
As he came owre the lea;

He saw his castle a’ in a lowe,
Sae far as he could see.

‘“Put on, put on, my wighty men,
As fast as ye can dri'e!

For he that ’s hindmost o’ the thrang
Sall ne’er get good o’ me.”

Then some they rade, and some they ran,
Out-owre the grass and bent;

But ere the foremost could win up,
Baith lady and babes were brent.

And after the Gordon he is gane,
Sae fast as he might dri'e;

And soon i’ the Gordon’sfoul heart’s blude
He'’s wroken his fair ladye.
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TAKE THY AULD CLOAK ABOUT THEE.

IN winter, when the rain rained cauld,
And frost and snow were on the hill,

And Boreas with his blasts sae biuld
Was threat’ning all our kye to kill ;

Then Bell, my wife, wha loves pot strife,
She said to me right hastilie,

““Get up, gudeman, save Crummie’s life,
And take thy auld cloak about thee!

¢Cow Crummie is a useful cow,
And she is come of a good kin’ ;
Aft has she wet the bairnies’ mou’,
And I am laith that she should pine:
QGet up, gudeman, it is fu’ time !
The sun shines frae the lift sae hie;
Sloth never made a ious end, —
Gae, take thy auld cloak about thee!”

“ l‘%]cloak was once a gude gray cloak,
en it was fitting for my wear;

But now it’s scantly worth a groat,
For I hae worn 't this thirty year :

Let 's spend the gear that we hae won,
‘We little ken the day we'll dee;

Then I°’ll be proud, since I hae sworn
To hae a new cloak about me.”

¢ In days when our King Robert reigned,
His breeches cost but half a crown;

He said they were a groat too dear,
And ca’d the tailor thief and loun.

He was the king that wore the crown,
And thou the man of low degree :

It ’s pride puts a’ the country down,
Sae take thy auld cloak about thee!”

0 Bell, my wife, why dost thou flout?
Now is now, and then was then.

Seek anywhere the world throughout,
Thou ken’st not clowns from gentle-

men.
They are clad in black, green, yellow,
and gray,
Sae far above their ain degree:
Once in my life 1’11 do as they,
For I'll have a new cloak about me.”

‘Gudeman, I wot it’s thirty year
Sin’ we did ane anither ken,

And we hae had atween us twa
Of lads and bonnie lasses ten ;

Now they are women grown and men,
I wish and pray weel may they be:

SONGS OF THREE CENTURIES.

If thou wilt prove s husband,
. E'en take thy auld cloak about thee.”

Bell, my wife, she loves not strife,
But she will rule me if she can:
And oft, to lead a 1uiet life,
I’m forced to yield, though I’m gude-
man.
It’s not for & man with a woman to

threape
Unless he first give o’er the plea:
As we 80 we leave,
And 1711 take my auld cloak about me.

——

UNKNOWN.
THE BARRING O’ THE DOOR.

It fell about the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was than,

When our gudewife got puddings to
make,
And she boiled them in the pan.

The wind sae cauld blew east and north,
It blew into the floor:

Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife,
¢‘Gae out and bar the door!”

¢ My hand is in my huswif’s kap,
Gudeman, as ye may see;
An’ it should nae be barred this hundred

year,
It 's no be barred for me.”

They made a paction 'tween them twa,
They made it firm and sure,

That the first word whae'er should speak
Should rise and bar the door.

Then by there came twa gentlemen
At twelve o’clock at night ;
And they could neither see house mor

Nor coal nor candle light.

And first they ate the white &uddings,
And then they ate the black;
Though muckle thought the gudewife to
hersel’,
Yet ne'er a word she spak’.

Then said the one unto the other,
‘‘Here, man, tak’ ye my knife !
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Do ye tak’ aff the auld man’s beard,
And Il kiss the gudewife.”

¢ But there ’s nae water in the houss,
And what shall we do than?”

¢ What ails ye at the puddin’ broo
That boils into the pan?”

O, up then started our gudeman,
And an a man was he:

¢ Will ye kiss my wife before my een,
And scaud me wi' puddin’ bree #

Then up and started our gudewife,
Gied three skips on the floor:
“‘Gudeman, ye 've spoken the foremost

word, —
Get up and bar the door!”

THOMAS CAREW.
[1589- 1639.]
HE THAT LOVES A ROSY CHEEK.

HE that loves a rosy cheek,
Or a coral lip admires,

Or from starlike eyes doth seek
Fuel to maintain his fires;
As old Time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and steadfast mind,
Gentle thoughts, and calm desires,
Hearts with equal love cofnbined,
Kindle never/dying fires;—
Where these are not, I despise
Lovely cheeks or lips or eyes.

—,—

WILLIAM BROWNE.
[1590-1645.]
THE SIRENS’ SONG.
STEER hither, steer your wingéd pines,

All beaten mariners :
Here lie undiscovered mines,

A prey to passengers:
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Perfumes far sweeter than the best
That make the pheenix urn and nest:
Fear not your ships,
Nor any to oppose you save our lips:
ut come on shore,
‘Where no joy dies till love has gotten
more.

For swelling waves our panting breasts,
‘Where never storms arise,
Exchange ; and be awhile our guests:
or stars, gaze on our eyes.
The compass, love shall hourly sing,
And, as he goes about the ring,
We will not miss
To tell each point he nameth with a kiss.

SONG.

SHALL I tell you whom I love?
Hearken then awhile to me,
And if such a woman move
As I now shall versify,
Be assured, ’tis she, or none,
That I love, and love alone.

Nature did her so much right,
As she scorns the help of art,
In as many virtues dight
As e'er yet emb a heart.
So much good so truly tried,
Some for less were deified.

‘Wit she hath, without desire
To make known how much she hath;
And her anger flames no higher
Than may fitly sweeten wrath.
Full of pity as may be,
Though perhaps not so to me.

Reason masters every sense,

And her virtues grace her birth:
Lovely as all excellence,

Modest in her most of mirth:
Likelihood enough to prove
Only worth could kindle love.

Such she is ; and if you know
Such a one as I have sung,—
Be she brown, or fair, or so,
That she be but somewhile young, —
Be assured, 't is she, or none,
That I love, and love alone.
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" SIR ROBERT AYTON.
[1570-1638.]

FAIR AND UNWORTHY.

I Do confess thou 'rt smooth and fair,
And I might have gone near to love

thee,
Had I not found the lightest prayer
That lips could speak, power to
move thee:
But I can let thee now alone,
As worthy to be loved by none.

I do confess thou 'rt sweet ; yet find
Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets,
Thy favors are but like the wind,
at kisses everything it meets;
And since thou canst with more than one,
Thou 'rt worthy to be kissed by none.

The morning rose that untouched stands
Armed with her briers, how sweetly
smells!
But plucked and strained through ruder
hands,
No more her sweetness with her dwells,
But scent and beauty both are gone,
And leaves fall from her, one by one.

Such fate, erelong, will thee betide,
When thou hast handled been
awhile, —
Like sere flowers to be thrown aside:
And I will sigh, while some will smile,
To see thy love for more than one
Hath brought thee to be loved by none.

—_——

WILLIAM STRODE.
[1600-1644.]
MUSIC.

O LULL me, lull me, charming air!
My senses rock with wonder sweet:
Like snow on wool thy fallings are;
Soft, like a spirit's, are thy feet !
Grief who need fear
That hath an ear?
Down let him lie
And slumbering die,
And change his soul for harmony !

S8ONGS OF THREE CENTURIES.

THOMAS HEYWOOD.
[About 1640.]
GOOD-MORROW.

PAck clouds away, and welcome day,
With night we banish sorrow;

Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, larks, aloft,
To give my love good-morrow.

‘Wings from the wind to please her mind,
Notes from the lark I'll borrow;

Bird, prune thy wing ; nightingale, sing,
To give my love good-morrow.

‘Wake from thy nest, robin redbreast ;
8Sing, birds, in every furrow;

And from each hill let music shrill
Give my fair love ﬁood-morrow.

Blackbird and thrush in eyery bush,
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow ;

You pretty elves, among yourselves,
Sing my fair love good-morrow.

SEARCH AFTER GOD.
I souGHT thee round about, O thou my
God!

In thine abode.
I said unto ;he earth, ¢ Speak, art thou
et”
She answered me,
“Tam not.” Iinquired of creaturesall,
In genenﬂ,
Contained therein. They with one voice
proclaim
That none amongst them challenged such
A name.

I asked the seas and all the deeps below,
My God to know;

I asked the reptiles and whatever is
In the abyss, —

Even from the shrimp to the leviathan
Inquiry ran;

But in those deserts which no line can

sound,
The God I sought for was not to be found.

T asked the air if that were he ! but lo!
It told me ‘“No.”
I from the towering eagle to the wren
Demanded then
If any featlm‘e(li1 fowl "mongst them were
such ;

But they all, much



HENRY KING.

Offended with my question, in full choir,
Answered, ‘‘To find thy God thou must
look higher.”

I asked the heavens, sun, moon, and
stars; but they
Said, ‘‘ We obey
The God thou seekest.” I asked what
eye or ear
Could see or hear,—
What in the world I might descry or
know
Above, below;
‘With an unanimous voice, all these things

said,
“We are not God, but we by him were
made.”

I asked the world’s great universal mass
If that God was;
Which with a mighty and strong voice
replied,
As stupefied, —
] am not he, O man! for know that I
By him on high
‘Was fashioned first o
instated
And swayed by him by whom I was
created.”

nothing ; thus

I sought the court ; but smooth-tongued
flattery there
Deceived each ear;
In the thronged city there was selling,
’ buying,
Swearing, and lying;
I’ the country, craft in simpleness ar-

raye:
And then I said, —
“ Vain is my search, although my pains
be great;
‘Where my God 1s there can be no deceit.”

A scmtinﬁ within myself I then
ven thus began :
¢“0 man, what art thou ?”
could I say
Than dust and clay, —
Frail, mortal, fading, a mere puff, a blast,
That cannot last;
Enthroned to-day, to-morrow in an urn,
Formed from that earth to which I must
return?

1 asked myself what this great God might
be
That fashioned me.

‘What more
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I answered : The all-potent, sole, im-
mense,
Surpassing sense;
Unspeakable, inscrutable, eternal,
Lord over all ;
The only terrible, strong, just, and true,
Who hath no end, and no beginning

knew.

He is the well of life, for he doth give
To all that live
Both breath and being; he is the Creator
Both of the water,
Earth, air, and fire. Of all things that
" subsist
He hath the list,—
Of all the heavenly host, or what earth
claims,
He keeps the scroll, and calls them by
their names.

And now, my God, by thine illumining

grace,
Thy glorious face
(So far forth as it may discovered be)
Methinks I see;
And though invisible and infinite,
‘0 human sight
Thou, in thy mercy, justice, truth, ap-

pearest,
In which, to our weak sense, thou comest
nearest.

0, make us apt to seek and quick to find,
Thou, God, most kind !
Give us love, hope, and faith, in thee to

8t,
Thou, God, most just!
Remit all our offences, we entreat,
Most good ! most great !
Grant that our willing, though unworthy

quest
May, through thy grace, admit us
‘mongst the blest.

—_——

HENRY KING.
[1591 - 1669.]
S8IC VITA.

Lixe to the falling of a star,

Or as the flights of eagles are;

Or like the ﬁesh spring’s gaudy hue,
Or silver drops of morning dew;
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Or like a wind that chafes the flood,

Or bubbles which on water stood :

Even such is man, whose borrowed light
Is straight called in, and paid to-night.
The wind blows out, the bubble dies;
The sdprin entombed in autumn lies;
The dew dries up, the star is shot;

The flight is past, — and man forgot.

ELEGY.

SLEEP on, my love, in thy cold bed,
Never to be disquieted !

M{ last good night ! Thou wilt not wake
Till I thy fate shall overtake;

Till age, or grief, or sickness must
Marry my body to that dust

It so much loves, and fill the room

My heart keeps empty in thy tomb.

Stay for me there ! I will not fail

To meet thee in that hollow vale.

And think not much of my delay:

1 am already on the way,

And follow thee with all the speed
Desire can make, or sorrow breed.

Each minute is a short degree,

And every hour a step towards thee.
At night, when I betake to rest,

Next morn I rise nearer my west

Of life, almost by eight hours’ sail,
Thap when sleep{reathed hisdrowsygale.
Thus from the sun my vessel steers,
And my day’s compass downward bears:
Nor labor I to stem the tide

Through which to thee I swiftly glide.

"T is true, with shame and grief I yield,
Thou, like the van, first took’st the field,
And gotten hast the victory,

In thus adventuring to die

Before me, whose more years might crave
A just precedence in the grave.

But hark ! my pulse, like a soft drum,
Beats my approach, tells thee I come:
And slow howe’er my marches be,

I shall at last sit down by thee.

The thought of this bids me go on,
And wait my dissolution

. With hope and comfort. Dear, forgive
The crime, — I am content to live
Divided, with but half a heart,
Till we shall meet, and never part.
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MARQUIS OF MONTROSE.
(2613 - 1650.]
I'LL NEVER LOVE THEE MORE

My dear and only love, I pray
That little world of thee

Be governed by no other sway
But purest monarchy :

For if confusion have a
‘Which virtuous souls abhor,

I’ll call a synod in my heart,
And never love thee more.

As Alexander I will reige,
And I will reign alone;

My thoughts did evermore disdain
A rival on my throne.

He either fears his fate too much,
Or his deserts are small,

‘Who dares not put it to the touch,
To gain or lose it all.

——

JAMES SHIRLEY.
[1596- 1666.]
DEATH THE LEVELLER.

TaE glories of our blood and state
Are shadows, not substantial things;
There is no armor against fate;
Death lays his icy hand on kings:
Sceptre and crown
Must tumble down,
And in the dust be equal made
With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

Some men with swords may reap the field,
And k]i)llfnt fresh laurels where they
But their strongnerves at last must yield ;
They tame but one another still :
Early or late
They stoop to fate,
Andmustgive up their murmuring breath
When they, pale captives, creep to death.

The garlands wither on your brow ;
Then boast nomore your mighty deeds ;

Upon Death’s purple altar now

See where the victor-victim bleeds:
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Your heads must come
To the cold tomb;
Only the actions of the just
Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust.

—_——

EDWARD HERBERT, (EARL OF
CHERBURY.)

[2581-1648.]
CELINDA.

‘WALKING thus towards a pleasant grove,
‘Which did, it seemed, in new delight
The pleasures of the time unite

To give a trium]lzlgtto their love, —
They stayed at last, and on the grass
Reposéd so as o’er his breast

She bowed her gracious head to rest,
Such a weight as no burden was.

Long their fixed eyes to heaven bent,
Unchangéd they did never move,
Asifsogreatandgurealove

No glass but it could represent.

“‘ These eyes again thine eyes shall see,
Thy hands again these hands infold,
And all chaste pleasures can be told,
Shall with us everlasting be.

Let then no doubt, Celinda, touch,
Much less your fairest mind invade;
‘Were not our souls.immortal made,
Our equal loves can make them such.”

—_——

SIR THOMAS BROWNE.

[2605 - 1682.]

EVENING HYMN.

THE night is come; like to the day,
Depart not thou, great God, away.
Let not my sins, black as the night,
Eclipse the lustre of thy light.

Keep in my horizon : for to me

The sun makes not the day, but thee.
Thou whose nature cannot sleep,

On 1:{ temples sentry keep:

Guard me 'gainst those watchful foes,
Whose eyes are open while mine close.
Let no dreams my head infest

But such as Jacob’s temples blest.
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‘Whilst I do rest, my soul advance;
Make my sleep a holy trance:

That I may, my rest being wrought,
Awake into some holy thought,
And with as active vigor run

My course, as doth the nimble sun,
SleeI; is a death ; O, make me try,
By sleeping, what it is to die:

And as gently lay my head

On my grave as now my bed.
Howe'er I rest, great God, let me
Awake again at last with thee.

And thus assured, behold I lie
Securely, or to wake or die.

These are my drowsy days; in vain
I do now wake to sleep again :

O, come that hour when I shall neves
Sleep thus again, but wake forever.

—_——

RICHARD CRASHAW,
[x605- 1650.]
‘WISHES.

‘WHOE'ER she be,
That not impossible She
That shall command my heart and me;

‘Where’er she lie,
Locked up from mortal eye
In shady leaves of destiny,

Till that ripe birth
Of studied Fate stand forth,
And teach her fair steps to our earth;

Till that divine
Idea take a shrine
Of crystal flesh, through which to shine:

— Meet you her, my Wishes,
Bes her to my blisses,
And be ye called, my absent kisses.

I wish her bean:fﬁ
That owes not all its du
To gaudy tire, or glist'ring shoe-tie:

Something more than
Taffeta or tissue can, .
Or rampant feather, or ¥idh tsu.
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A face that 's best
By its own beauty drest,
And can alone command the rest:

A face made up
Out of no other shop
Than what Nature's white hand sets ope.

Sydneian showers

Of sweet discourse, whose powers

Can crown old Winter’s head with flow-
ers.

‘Whate'er delight
Can make day’s forehead bright
Or give down to the wings of night.

Soft silken hours,
Open suns, shady bowers;
'Bove all, nothing within that lowers.

Days, that :heed borrow
No part of their good morrow
From a fore-spent night of sorrow:

Days, that in spite
Of darkness, by the light
Of a clear mind are day all night.

Life, that dares send

A challenge to his end ;

And when it comes, says, ‘‘Welcome,
friend.”

I wish her store
Of worth may leave her poor
Of wishes; and I wish —no more.

— Now, if Time knows
That Her, whose radiant brows
‘Weave them a garland of my vows;

Her that dares be
‘What these lines wish to see:
I seek no further, it is She.

'T is She, and here
Lo ! I unclothe and clear
My wishes’ cloudy character.

Such worth as this is
Shall fix my flying wishes,
And determine them to kisses.

Let her full giory,
My fancies, fly before ye;
Be ye my fictions: — but her story.

SIR RICHARD LOVELACE.
[x618-1658.]
TO ALTHEA.

‘WHEN love with unconfinéd wings
Hovers within my gates,

And my divine Altgen brings
To whisper at my grates ;

When I lie ta.ngle(f in her hair,
And fettered to her eye,

The birds that wanton in the air
Know no such liberty.

Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a H

Minds innocent and quiet take
That for a hermitage :

If I have freedom in my love,
And in my soul am —

alone that soar above
joy such liberty.

TO LUCASTA.

TELL me not, sweet, I am unkind,
That from the nunn
Of thy chaste breast, :lzquietmhd,

To war and arms I fly.

True: a new mistress now I chase,
The first foe in the field ;

And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such,
As you too shall adore;

1 could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved I not honor more.

——

ROBERT HERRICK.
(1591 -1674.]
TO DAFFODILS.

Farr Daffodils, we weep to see
A’You hl:s’te sfvsy 80 800D :
et the early-rising sun
not ath!ned his noon:
Stay, stay,
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Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the even song;
And, having prayed together, we
‘Will go with you along.

‘We have short time to stay as you,
‘We have as short a spring;
As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.
o We Kite,
As your hours do, and dry
Awa,

y
Like to the summer’s rain,
Or as the pearls of morning's dew,
Ne'er to be found again.

TO BLOSSOMS.

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree,
y do ye fall so fast?
Your date is not so past,
But you n:{ stay yet here awhile,
{‘o blush and gently smile,
And go at last.

‘What! were ye born to be
An hour or half’s delight,
And so to bid good-night ?
'T was pity Nature brought ye forth
Merely to show your worth,
And lose you quite.

But you are lovely leaves, where we
ay read how soon things have
Their end, though ne'er so brave ; ®
And after they have shown their pride,
Like you, awhile, they glide
Into the grave.

TO KEEP A TRUE LENT.

Is this a fast, to keep
The larder lean,
And clean
From fat of veals and sheep?

Is it to quit the dish
Of flesh, yet still

The platter high with fish?
Is it to fast an hour,

A downcast look, and sour?
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No: 'tis a fast to dole
Thy sheaf of wheat,
And meat,
Unto the hungry soul.

It is to fast from strife,
From old debate
And hate;
To circumcise thy life.

To show a heart grief-rent ;
To starve thy sin,
Not bin:
And that’s to keep thy Lent.

——

GEORGE HERBERT.
[1593-1633.)
VIRTUE.

SweET Day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky,

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night ;
For thou must die.

Sweet Rose, whose hue, angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye,
Thy root is ever in its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet Spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie,

My music shows ye have your closes,
And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like seasoned timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,
Then chiefly lives.

THE FLOWER.
How fresh, O Lord, how sweet and
clean
Are thy returns! e’en as the flowers in

:ﬂmﬂ 3, .
To which, besides their own demesne,
The late-%a.gt frosts tributes of pleasure

ring.
Grief melts away
Like snow in May, .
As if there were no sudh e Nimg.
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Who would have thought my shriv-
elled heart
Could have recovered greenness? It was

ne
Quite ugnoder ground ; as flowers depart
To see their mother-root, when they have
blown ;
Where they together,
All the hard weather,
Dead to the world, keep house un-
known.

These are thy wonders, Lord of power,
Killing and quickening, bringing down
to hell
And up to heaven in an hour;
Mn.kin%; chiming of a passing bell.
e-8ay amiss,
This or that is:
Thy word is all, if we could spell.

O that I once past changing were,
Fast in thy Paradise, where no flower
can wither!
Many a spring I shoot up fair
Offering at heaven, growing and groan-
ing thither;
Nor doth my flower
‘Want a spring-shower,
My sins and I joining together.

But while I grow in a straight line,
8till upwards bent, as if heaven were
mine own,
Thy anger comes, and I decline:
‘What frost to that ¥ what pole is not the
zone
‘Where all things burn,
‘When thou dost turn,
And the least frown of thine is shown?

And now in age I bud again,
After so many deaths I live and write;
1 once more smell the dew and rain,
And relish versing: O my only Light,
1t cannot be
That 1 am he
On whom thy tempests fell all night.

These are thy wonders, Lord of love,
To make us see we are but flowers that
glide;
Which when we once can find and

prove,
Thou hast a garden for us, where to bide.
‘Who would be more,
Swelling through store,
Forfeit their Paradise by their pride.
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WHEN God at first made man,
Having a glass of blessings standing by,
¢ Let us,” said he, *‘pour on him all we

can:
Let theworld’s riches, which disperséd lie,
Contract into a span.”

So strength first made a way;
Then beauty flowed ; then wisdom, honor,
pleasure:
‘When almost all was out, God madeastay,
Perceiving that alone, of all his treasure,
Rest in the bottom lay.

¢ For if 1 should,” said he,
¢¢ Bestow this jewel also on my creature,
He would adore my gifts instead of me,
And restin nature, not the God of nature ;
So both should losers be.

““Yet let him keep the rest,
But keepthem with repining restlessness :
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.”

—_——

HENRY VAUGHAN.
[1614-169s.]
THE BIRD.

HiTHER thou com’st. The busy wind
. all night
Blew through thy lodging, where thy
own warm wing
Thy pillow was. Many a sullen storm,
For which coarse man seems much the
fitter born,
Rained on thy bed
And harmless head ;

And now, as f}:'esh and cheerful as the

t,
Thy little heart in early hymns doth sing
Unto that Providence whose unseen arm
Curbed them, and clothed thee well and

warm.

All things that be praise Him; and had

Their lesson taught them when first
made.

So hills and valleys into singing break ;
And though poor stones have neither
speech nor tongue,



GEORGE

‘While active winds and streams both run
and speak,

Yet stones are deep in admiration.

Thus praise and prayer here beneath the
sun

Make lesser mornings, when the great
are done.

For each incloséd spirit is a star
Inlightning his own little sphere,
‘Whose light, though fetcht and borrowéd
from far,
Both mornings makes and evenings
there.

But as these birds of light make a land
Chirping’their solemn matins on each

tree;
So in the shades of night some dark
fowls be,
‘Whose heavy notes make all that hear
them sad.

The turtle then in palm-trees mourns,
‘While owls and satyrs howl ;

The pleasant land to brimstone turns,
And all her streams grow foul.

Brightmﬁs and mirth, and love and faith,

all fly,

Till the day:spring breaks forth again
from high.

THEY ARE ALL GONE.

THEY are all gone into the world of light,
And I alone sit lingering here!
Their very memory is fair and bright,
And my sad thoughts doth clear.

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast,
Like stars upon some gloomy grove,
Or those faint beams in which this hill

is drest
After the sun’s remove.

I see them walking in an air of glory,
‘Whose light doth trample on my days ;
My da}lvls, which are at best but dull and
0ary,
Mere glimmering and decays.

O holy hope! and high humility, —
High as the heavens above! ’
3
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These are your walks, and you have
showed them me
To kindle my cold love.

WITHER.

Dear, beauteous death, —the jewel of the
Jjust, — )
Shining nowhere but in the dark!
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust,
Could man outlook that mark !

He that hath found some fledged bird’s
nest may know,
At first sight, if the bird be flown;
But what fair dell or grove he sings in
now,
That is to him unknown.

And yet, as angels in some brighter
dreams
Call to the soul when man doth sleep,
So some strange thoughts transcend our
wonted themes,
And into glory peep.

If a star were confined into a tomb,
Her captive flames must needs burn
there ; .
But when the hand that lockt her up
gives room, )
She’ll shine through all the sphere.

O Father of eternal life, and all
Created glories under thee !
Resume 1;1&1{' spirit from this world of
thrall

Into true liberty!

Either disperse these mists, which blot
and fill
My perspective still as they pass;
Or else remove me hence unto that hill
‘Where I shall need no glass.

—_—

GEORGE WITHER.
(1588~ 1667.]

FOR ONE THAT HEARS HIMSELF
MUCH PRAISED.

My sins and follies, Lord! by thee
From others hidden are,

That such good words are spoke of me,
As now and then [ heax,
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For sure if others knew me such,
Such as myself 1 know,

I should have been dispraised as much
As I am praiséd now.

The praise, therefore, whichI have heard,
Delights not so my mind,

As those things make my heart afeard,
Which in myself I find:

And I had rather to be blamed,
So I were blameless made,

Than for much virtue to be famed,
When I no virtues had.

Though slanders to an innocent
Sometimes do bitter grow,

Their bitterness procures content,
If clear himself he know.

And when a virtuous man hath erred,
If praised himself he hear,

It makes him grieve, and more afeard,
Than if he si::dered were.

Lord ! therefore make my heart upright,
Whate'er my decds do seem ;

And righteous rather in thy sight,
Than in the world’s esteem.

And if aught good appear to be
In any act of mine,

Let thankfulness be found in me,
And all the praise be thine.

COMPANIONSHIP OF THE MUSE.

SHE doth tell me where to borrow
Comfort in the midst of sorrow;
Makes the desolatest place

To her presence be a grace,

And the blackest discontents

Be her fairest ornaments.

In my former days of bliss,

Her divine skill taught me this,
That from everything I saw

I could some invention draw,
And raise Eleasure to her height,
Through the meanest object’s sight,
By the murmur of a spring,

Or the least bough’s rustléing.

By a daisy, whose leaves spread,
Shut when Titan goes te bed ;

Or a shady bush or tree,

She could more infuse in me,
Than all nature’s beauties can

In some other wiser man.
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By her help I also now
Make this churlish place allow
Some things that may sweeten glad-

ness,
In the very gall of sadness.
The dull loneness, the black shade,
That these hanging vaults have made;
The strange music of the waves,
Beating on these hollow caves;
This black den which rocks emboes,
Overgrown with eldest moss;
The rude portals that give light
More to terror than de?'l ht;
This my chamber of neglect,
Walled about with disrespect, —
From all these, and this dull air,
A fit object for despair,
She hath taught me by her might
To draw comfort and delight.
Therefore, thou best earthly bliss,
I will cherish thee for this.
Poesy, thou sweet’st content
That ¢’er heaven to mortals lent:
Though they as a trifle leave thee,
‘Whose gu]l thoughts cannot conceive
thee;
Though thou be to them a scorn,
That to naught but earth are born, —
Let my life no longer be
Than I am in love with thee!

—_——

ANDREW MARVELL.
[1620-1678.]
THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN.

How vainly men themselves amaze,

To win the palm, the oak, or bays:

And their incessant labors see

Crowned from some single herb or
tree,

‘Whose short and namw-ver%d shade

Does prudently their toils upbraid ;

While all the flowers and trees do
close,

To weave the garlands of repose.

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here,
And Innocence, thy sister dear?
Mistaken long, I sought you then
In busy companies of men.

Your sacred plants, if here below,
Only among these plants will grow.
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Society is all but rude
To this delicious solitude.

No white nor red was ever seen

So amorous as this lovely green.

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame,

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name.
Little, alas, they know or heed,

How far these beauties her exceed !

Fair trees! where’er your barks I wound,
No name shall but your own be found.

‘What wondrous life is this I lead !
Ripe apples drop about my head.

The luscious clusters of the vine
Upon my mouth do crush their wine.
The nectarine, and curious h,
Into my hands themselves do reach.
Stumbling on melons, as I

Insnared with flowers, I fall on grass.
Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less
Withdraws into its happiness, —

The mind, that ocean where each kind
Does straight its own resemblance find ;
Yet it creates transcending these,

Far other worlds and other seas;
Annihilating all that’s made

To a green t%mught in a green shade.
Here at the fountain’s sliding foot,

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root,
Casting the body’s vest aside,

My soul into the boughs does glide;
There, like a bird, it sits and sings,
Then whets and claps its silver wings,
And, till prepared for longer flight,
Waves in its plumes the various light.

Such was the happy garden state,

While man there walked without a
mate:

After a place so pure and sweet,

What other help could yet be meet !

But 't was beyond a mortal’s share

To wander solitary there

Two paradises are in one,

To live in paradise alone.

How well the skilful gardener drew

Of flowers and herbs this dial new!

Where, from above, the milder sun

Does through a fragrant zodiac run :

And, as it works, the industrious bee

Computes its time as well as we.

How could such sweet and wholesome
hours

By reckon,ed, but with herbs and flow-
ers
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THE BERMUDAS,

WHERE the remote Bermudas ride
In the ocean’s bosom unespied,
From a small boat that rowed along,
The listening winds received this song :
‘‘ What should we do but sing His praise
That led us through the watery maze
Where he the huge sea monsters racks,
That lift the deep upon their backs,
Unto an isle so long unknown,
And yet far kinder than our own ?
He lands us on a grassy stage, ’
Safe from the storms and prelates’ rage.
He gave us this eternal spring
Which here enamels everything,
And sends the fowls to us in care,
On daily visits through the air.
He hangs in shades the orange bright,
Like golden lamps in a green ni, ll:gh
And does in the pomegranates cfose
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows.
He makes the figs our mouths to meet,
And throws the melons at our feet,
With apples, plants of such a price,
No tree could ever bear them twice.
With cedars, chosen by his hand,
From Lebanon he stores the land ;
And makes the hollow seas that roar,
Proclaim the ambergris on shore.
%f cast (of whic]i we rather boast)

e gospel’s upon our coast ;
And%n Elelesemrks g:' us did frame
A temple where to sound his name.
O, let our voice his praise exalt,
Till it arrive at heaven’s vault,
Which then perhaps rebounding may
Echo beyond the Mexic bay.”

Thus sang they in the English boat

A holy and a cheerful note;

And all the way, to guide their chime,
With falling oars they kept the time.

—_—

JOHN MILTON.
[1608-1674.]
HYMN ON THE NATIVITY.
IT was the winter wild,
While the heaven-born child
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger

lies;
Nature, in awe of him,
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Had doffed her gaudy trim,
With hergreat Master so tosympathize:
It was no season then for her
To wanton with the sun, her lusty para-
mour.

Only with hes fair
She wooes the gentle air,
To hide her guilty front with innocent
SNOW ; ’
And on her naked shame,
Pollute with sinfal blame,
The saintly veil of maiden-white to

throw ;
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes
Should look so0 near upon her foul deform-
ities.

But he, her fears to cease,
Sent down the meek-eyed Peace:*
She, crowned with olive green, came
softly sliding
Down through the turning sphere,
His ready harbinger,
With turtle wing the amorous clouds
dividing ;
And, waving wide her myrtle wand,
She strikes a universal peace through sea
and land.

No war or battle’s sound
‘Was heard the world around :
The idle spear and shield were high up-

bung;

The hookéd chariot stood

Unstained with hostile blood ;

The trumpet spake not to the arméd

throng;

And kings sat still with awful eye,

As if they surely knew their sovereign
lord was by.

But peaceful was the nifht,
‘Wherein the Prince of Light

His reign of peaceupon the earth began :
The winds, with wonder whist,
Simoothly the waters kissed,

‘Whispering new joys to the mild ocean,
‘Who now hath quite forgot to rave,
While birds of calm sit brooding on the

charméd wave.

The stars, with deep amaze,
8tand fixed in steadfast gaze,
Bending one way their precious influ-
ence;

And will not take their flight,
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For all the morning light,
Or Lucifer bad often warned them
thence ;
Baut in their glimmering orbs did glow,
Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid
them go.

And, though the shady gloom
Had given day her room,
The sun himself withheld his wonted

speed,
And hidp:nis head for shame,
As his inferior flame
The. new-enlightened world no more
- should need ;
© 8aW & ter sun a r
Than his gﬁre;ht thronel,)g?burning axle-
tree, could bear.

The shepherds on the lawn,
Or ere the ])oint of dawn,

Sat simp! { chatting in a rustic row;
Full little thought they then
That the mighty Pan

Was]kin y come to live with them be-

ow;

Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep,
Was all that did their silly thoughts so
busy keep.

‘When such music sweet
Their hearts and ears did greet,
As never was by mortal fingers strook,
Divinely warbled voice
Answering the stringéd noise,
As all their souls in blissful rapture
took :
The air, such pleasure loath to lose,
‘With thousand echoes still prolongs each
heavenly close.

Nature, that heard such sound,
Beneath the hollow round
Of Cynthia's seat, the airy region
thrilling,
Now was almost won,
To think her part was done,
And that her reign had here its last
fulfilling ;
She knew such harmony alone
Could hold all heaven and earth in happier
union.

At last surrounds their sight

- A globe of circular light,

That with long beams the shame-faced
night arrayed ;
The helméd cherubim,
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And sworded seraphim,
Are seen in glittering ranks with wings
displayed,

ing in loud and solemn quire,
unexpressive notes, to Heaven’s
new-born heir.

H
Wi

Such music as 't is said
Before was never made,
But when of old the sons of morning
sung,
‘While the Creator great
His constellations set, .
And ltxhe well-balanced world on hinges
ung,
And cast the dark foundations deep,
And bid the weltering waves their oozy
channel keep.

Ring out, ye crystal spheres,
Once bless our human ears,
If ye have power to touch oursensesso;
And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time ;
And let the bass of Heaven's deeporgan
blow;
And, with your ninefold harmony,
Make up full concert to the angelic sym-
phony.

For, if such holy song
Enwrap our fancy long,
Time will run back, and fetch the age
of gold ;
And speckled Vani
Will sicken soon and die,
And leprous Sin will melt from earthly
mould ;
And Hell itself will pass away,
And leave her dolorous mansions to the

peering day.

Yea, Truth and Justice then
‘Will down return to men,
Orbed in a rainbow; and, like glories
wearing,
Mercy will sit between,
Throned in celestial sheen,
With radiant feet the tissued clouds
down steering ;
And Heaven, as at some festival,
Will open wide the gates of her high
palace hall.

But wisest Fate says no,
This must not yet be so;

The babe yet lies in smiling infancy,
That on the bitter cross
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Must redeem our loss,

So both himself and us to glorify :
Yet first, to those ychained in sleep,
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder

through the deep,

With such a horrid clang
As on Mount Sinai rang,
While the red fire and smouldering
- c(liouds l«:utbl:'ake;
e eart ast,
Witl:gtf:rror of tﬁt blast,
Shall from the surface to the centre
shake;
‘When, at the world’s last session,
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall
spread his throne.

And then at last our bliss,
Full and perfect is,
But now begins ; for, from this happy

day,
The old dragon, underground,
In straiter limits bound,
Not half so far casts his usurpéd sway;
And, wroth to see his kingdom fail,
Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail.

The oracles are dumb ;
No voice or hideous hum
Runs through the archéd roof in words
deceiving.
Apollo from his shrine
Can no more divine,
‘With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos
leaving.
No nightly trance, or breathéd spell,
Inspires t{e pale-e{l'ed priest from the
prophetic cell.

The lonely mountains o’er,
And the resounding shore,
A voice of weeping heard and loud
] lament ;
From haunted si)ring and dale,

Edged with ar pale,

ﬁ: rtingo&niuls) is withsighingsent ;

With E:wer-inwoven tresses torn,

The nymphs in twilight shade of tangled
thickets mourn.

In consecrated earth,
And on the holy hearth,
The Lars and Lemures mourn with mid-
night plaint.
In urns and altars round,
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A drear and dyinﬁ sound
Affrights the Flamens at their service
quaint;
And the chill marble seems to sweat,
While each peculiar power foregoes his
wonted seat.

Peor and Bailim
Forsake their temples dim :
With that twice-battered God of Pales-
tine;
And moonéd Ashtaroth,
Heaven’s queen and mother both,
Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy
shine;
The Libyac Hammon shrinks his horn;
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded
Thammuz mourn.

And sullen Moloch, fled,
Hath left in shadows dread

His burning idol all of blackest hue:
In vain with cymbals’ ring
They call the grisly king,

In dismal dance about the furnaceblue:
The brutish gods of Nile as fast,
Isis, and-Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste.

Nor is Osiris seen
In Memphian grove or green,
Trampling the unshowered grass with
lowings loud ;
Nor can he be at rest
‘Within his sacred chest,
Naught but profoundest hell can be his
shroud ;
In vain with timbrelled anthems dark
The sable-stoléd sorcerers bear his wor-
shipped ark.

He feels from Judah’s land
The dreaded infant’s hand,
The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky

eyne;

Nor all the gods beside

Longer dare abide,

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky

twine ;

Our babe, to show his Godhead true,

Can in his swaddling bands control the
damnéd crew.

So, when the sun in bed,
Curtained with cloudy red,

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave,
The flocking shadows pale
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Troop to the infernal jail,
Each fettered ghost slips to his several

grave ;

And the yellow-skirted fays

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their
moon-loved maze.

Bat see, the Virgin blest
Hath laid her babe to rest;
Time is our tedious song should here
have ending:
Heaven’s youngest-teeméd star
Hath ﬁxeg her polished car,
Hersleeping Egrd with handmaid lamp
attending ;
And all about tﬁe courtly stable
Bright-harnessed angels sit in order ser-
viceable.

SONNETS.

ON ARRIVING AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-
THREE.

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief
of youth,
Stolen on his wing my three-and-twen-
tieth year!
My hasting days fly on with full career,
But my late spring no bud or blossom
showeth.
Perhaps m{ semblance might deceive the
trut

That I to ‘manhood am arrived so near,
And inward ripeness doth much less

appear,
That some more timely-happy spirits
endu’th.

Yet, be it less or more, or soon or slow,
1t shall be still in strictest measureeven
To that same lot, howevermean or high,

Toward which Time leads me, and the

will of Heaven;
All is, if I have grace to use it so,
As ever in my great Taskmaster’s eye.

ON HIS BLINDNESS.

‘WHEN I consider how my light is spent,

Ere half my days in this dark world
and wide,

And that one talent, which is death to

ide,

Lodged with me useless, though my sou)
more bent

To serve therewith my Maker, and present
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My tlrlug account, lest he returning
chide;
“Doth God exact day-labor, light
denied #”
I fondly ask : but Patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, ‘ God doth
not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts : who
best

Bear his mild yoke, they serve him
best: his state )
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding
speed,
And post o’er land and ocean without

rest;
They also serve who only stand and

wait.”
—_—
THOMAS ELWOOD.
[1639-1713.]
PRAYER.

UNTO the glory of thy Holy Name,
Eternal éod ! whom I both loveand fear,
Here bear I witness that I never came
Before thy throne and found thee

loath to hear,
But, ever ready with an open ear.

" And though sometimes thou seem’st thy

face to hide -

As one that hath his love withdrawn

from me,
Tis that my faith may to the full be
tri

And I thereby may only better see
How vls;eak I am when not upheld by
Thee.

—_——

RICHARD BAXTER.
[1615 - 1691.]
RESIGNATION.

Lorp, it belongs not to my care,
Whether I die or live:

To love and serve thee is my share,
And this thy grace must give.

If life be long, I will be glad,
That I may long obey;

If short, yet why should I be sad
To soar to endless day?
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Christ leads me through no darker rooms
Than he went through before ;

He that into God’s kingdom comes
Must enter by his door.

Come, Lord, when grace has made me

meet

Thy blessed face to see ;

For if thy work on earth be sweet,
‘What will thy glory be?

Then shall I end my sad complaints,
And weary, sinful days;

And join with the triumphant saints

MThat sing Jehovah’s ﬂfralse

knowledge of that life is small,
e eye of faith is dim;
But 't is enough that Christ knows all,
Ang I shall be with him.
—_——

SIR ROGER L'ESTRANGE.

[2616 - 1704.]
IN PRISON.

BEAT on, proud billows; Boreas, blow;
Swell, curléd waves, high as Jove's
roof ;
Your incivility doth show
That innocence is tempest proof ;
Though surly Nereus frown, my thoughts
are calm ;
Then strike, Affliction, for thy wounds
are .

That which the world miscalls a jail
A private closet is to me;
Whi]gt a good conscience is my bail,
And innocence my liberty:
Locks, bars, and solitude together met,
Make me no prisoner, but an anchoret.

I, whilst I wisht to be retired,
Into this private room was turned ;
As if their wisdoms had conspired
The salamander should be burned ;
Or like t}éoﬁe sophists, that would drown
a fish,
I am constrained to suffer what I wish.

The cynic loves his poverty;
The pelican her wilderness;
And 't1s the Indian’s pride to ba
Naked on {rozen Cencasuat
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Contentment cannot smart; stoics we
see
Make torments easier to their apathy.

These manacles upon my arm
I as my mistress’ favors wear;
And for to keep my ankles warm
I have some iron shackles there :
These walls are but my garrison ; this cell,
‘Which l:iwil. call jail, doth prove my cit-
ade

I’'m in the cabinet lockt up,
Like some high-prizéd m: ite,
Or, like the Great Mogul or Pope,
Am cloistered up from public sight :
Retiredness is a piece of majesty,
And thtu;, proud sultan, I’'m as great as
ee.

Here sin for want of food must starve,
‘Where tempting objects are not seen ;
And these strong walls do only serve
To keep vice out, and keep me in:
Malice of late s grown charitable sare;
I’m not committed, but am kept secure.

8o he that struck at Jason’s life,
Thinking t' bave made his purpose
sure,
By a malicious friendly knife
Did only wound him to & cure.
Malice, I see, wants wit; for what is
meant
Mischief, ofttimes proves favor by the
event.

Have you not seen the nightingale,
A prisoner like, coopt in a

How doth she chant her wonme,
In that her narrow hermitafe?

Even then her charming melody doth

Frove
That all her bars are trees, her cage a
grove.

I am that bird, whom they combine
Thus to degrive of liberty;
But though they do my corps confine,
Yet maugre hate, my soul is free:
And though immured, yet can I chirp,
and sing
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king.

My soul is free as ambient air,
Although my baser part s immured,
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‘Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair
T" accompany my solitude :

Although rebellion do my body bind,

My king alone can captivate my mind.

—_——

EDMUND WALLER.
[1605-1687.]
OLD AGE AND DEATH.

THE seas are quiet when the winds give
o'er;
So calm are we when passions are no

more.
For then we know how vain it was to
boas

t
Of fleeting things, too certain to be lost.

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes

Conceal that emptiness which age de-
scries.

The soul’s dark cottage, battered and

decayed,
Lets in new light through chinks that
time has made.

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become,

As they draw near to their eternal home.

Leaving the old, both worlds at once
they view,

That stand upon the threshold of the
new.

—_—

ABRAHAM COWLEY.
[1618-1667.]
OF MYSELF.
THIs ox;l_lz grant me, that my means may

Too low for envy, for contempt too high.
Some honor 1 would have,
Not from great deeds, but good alone;
The unknown are better than ill known:
Rumor can ope the grave.
Acquaintance I would have, but when’t
depends
Not on tﬁ number, but the choice, of
friends.
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Books should, not business, entertain
the light,
And sleep, as undisturbed as death, the
ight

M;’n]%ouse a cottage more
Than aﬂm]me ; and should fitting be
For all my use, no luxury.
My garden painted o’er
With Nature’s hand, not Art’s; and

pleasures yield,
Horace might envy in his Sabine field.

Thus would I double my life’s fading
space;
Forhetﬁct runs it well twice runs his
race.
And in this true delight,
These unbought sports, this happy state,
I would not fear, nor wish, my fate;

But boldly say each night,
To-morrow let my sun his beams display,

Orin c};):ds hide them; I have lived to-
Ve
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LIBERTY.
‘WHERE honor or where conscience does
not bind,
No other law shall shackle me;
Slave to myself I will not be:

Nor shall my future actions be confined

By my own present mind.

‘Who by resolves and vows engaged does
stan

For days that yet belong to Fate,

Does, like an unthrift, mortgage his
estate

Before it falls into his hand.

The bondman of the cloister so

All that he does receive does always owe ;

And still as time comes in, it goes away,

Not to enjoy, but debts to pay.

Unhappy slave ! and pupil to a bell!

Whicﬁ his hour’s work, as well as hours,
does tell!

Unhappy to the last, the kind releasing
Kaell
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JOHN DRYDEN.
(1631 - 1701.]
SONG FOR SAINT CECILIA’S DAY, 1687.

FroM harmony, from heavenly harmony,
This universal frame began:
‘When Nature underneath a heap
Of jarring atoms lay,
And could not heave her head,
The tuneful voice was heard from high,
Arise, ye more than dead !
Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry
In order to their stations leap,
And music’s power obey.
From harmony, from heavenly harmony,
This universal frame began :
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of the notes it
ran,
The diapason closing full in man.

‘What passion cannot musicraiseand quell?
: hen Jubal struck the chorded shell
His listening brethren stood around,

And, wondering, on their faces fell
To worshi&)that celestial sound.
Less than a God they thought there could
not dwell
‘Within the hollow of that shell
That spoke so sweetly and so well.
‘What passion cannot musicraiseand quell?

The trumpet’s loud clangor
Excites us to arms,

‘With shrill notes of anger
And mortal alarms.

The double double double beat
Of the thundering drum
Cries, ‘‘ Hark ! the foes come ;

Charge, charge, 't is too late to retreat " |

The soft complaining flute
In dying notes discovers
The woes of hopeless lovers,
‘Whose dirge is whispered by the war-
bling lute. )

Sharp violins proclaim
Their jealous pangs and desperation,
Fury, frantic indignation,
Depth of pains, and height of passion,
For the fair, disdainful dame. -

But O, what art can teach,

‘What human voice can reach,
The sacred organ’s praise ?

Notes inspiringﬁly ove,

Notes that wing their heavenly ways
To mend the choirs above.

Orpheus could lead the savage race,

And trees uprooted left their place,
Sequacious of the lyre:

But bright Cecilia raised the wonder

higher ;
When to her organ vocal breath was
A g{vl;en’rd, red,
n an, eard, and straight a —

lﬁtaking earth for eavsge!a

GRAND CHORUS.

As from the power of sacred lays
The spheres began to move,
And sung the great Creator’s praise
To all the blest above;
So when the last and dreadful hour
This crumblin, ant shall devour,
The trumpet sﬁa’l);ﬁ heard on high,
The dead shall live, the living die,
And music shall untune the ei .
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UNDER MILTON’S PICTURE.

THREE Poets, in three distant ages born,
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn.
The first in loftiness of thought sur-

passed ;
The next in majesty; in both the last.
The force of Nature could no further go ;
To make a third, she joined the former

two.

CHARACTER OF A GOOD PARSON.
A PARISH priest was. of the pilgrim
train ;

rain ;

An awful, reverend, and religious man.
His eyes diffused a venerable grme.
And charity itself was in his face.

Rich was his soul, though his attire was

poor

(As God hath clothed his own ambassa-
dor) ;

For such, on earth, his blessed Redeemer

bore.
of sixt{ years he seemed ; and well might
ast
To sixty more, but that he lived too fast,
Refined himself to soul, to curb the sense,
And made almost a sin of abstinence.
Yet had his aspect nothing of severe,
But such a face as promised him sincere.
Nothing reserved or sullen was to see ;
But sweet regards, and pleasing sanctity.
Mild was his accent, and his action free.
With eloquence innate his tongue was
armed ;
Though harsh the precept, yet the peo-
ple charmed.
For, letting down the golden chain from
igh

He drew his audience upward to the sky:

And oft with holy hymns he charmed
their ears

(A music more melodions than the
spheres );

For David left him, when he went to rest,

His lyre ; and after him he sung the
best.

He bore his great commission in his look ;

But sweetly temiered awe, and softened
all he spoke.

He prea(}hed the joys of heaven and pains
of he

And warned the sinner with becoming
zeal ;

But on eternal mercy loved to dwell.
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He taught the gospel rather than the

aw ;

And forced himself to drive ; but loved
to draw.

For feml-l but freezes minds ; but love, like

eat,

Exhales the soul sublime, to seek her
native seat.

To threatsthe stubborn sinneroft is hard,

Wrapped in his crimes, against the
storm prepared ;

But when the milder beams of mercy

play,
He melts, and throws his cumbrous cloak
away.
Lightning and thunder (heaven’s artil-
€

ry)
As harbingers before the Almighty fly:
Those but proclaim his style, and disap-

The stiller sounds succeed, and God iz
there.

REASON.
DiM as the borrowed beams of moon and

stars
To lonely, weary, wandering travellers,
Is reason to the soul : and as on high,
Those rolling fires discover but the sky,
Not light us here ; so reason’s glimmer-
ing ray
‘Was lent, not to assure our doubtful way,
But guide us upward to a better day.
And as those nightly tapers disappear

When day’s bright lord ascends our
hemisphere ;
So pale grows reason at religion’ssight, —
So dies, and so dissolves in supernatura)
light.
——
THOMAS KEN.

(1637 - 1711.)
MORNING HYMN.

AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily course of duty run;
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise
To pay thy morning sacrifice.

‘Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,
And with the angels bear thy part,
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‘Who all night long unwearied sing
High praises to the eternal King.

All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept,

And hast refreshed me whilst I slept;

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall
wake, -

I may of endless light partake.

Lord, I my vows to thee renew;

Disperse my sins as morning dew ;

Guard mf' first springs of thought and
will,

i
And with thyself my spirit fill

Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All I design, or do, or say;

That all my powers, with all their might,
In thy sole glory may unite.

Praise God, from whom all blessingsflow ;
Praise him, all creatures here below;
Praise him above, ye heavenly host;
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

—_——

JOSEPH ADDISON.
[1672-1719.]
HYMN.

How are thy servants blest, O Lord !
How sure is their defence !

Eternal Wisdom is their guide,
Their help Omnipotence.

In foreign realms and lands remote,
Supported by thy care,

Through burning climes I passed unhurt,
And breathed in tainted air.

Thy mercy sweetened every toil,
Made ever{ region please;

The hoary Alpine hills it warmed,
And smoothed the Tyrrhene seas.

Think, O my soul, devoutly think,
How, with affrighted eyes,

Thou saw’st the wide extended deep
In all its horrors rise.

Confusion dwelt in every face,
And fear in every heart ;

‘When waves on waves, and gulfs on gulfs,
O’ercame the pilot’s art.
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Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,
Thy mercy set me free,

‘Whilst in the confidence of prayer,
My faith took hold on thee.

For, though in dreadful whirls we hung,
High on the broken wave,

I knew thou wert not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

The storm was laid, the winds retired
Obedient to thy will;

The sea, that roared at thy command,
At thy command was still.

In midst of dangers, fears, and death,
Thy goodness I’ll adore,

And praise thee for thy mercies past,
And humbly hope for more.

My life, if thou Ereserv’st my life,
Thy sacrifice shall be;

And death, if death must be my doom,
Shall join my soul to thee.

PARAPHRASE OF PSALM XXUL

THE Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me with a shepherd’s care ;
His presence shall my wants supply,
And guard me with a watchful eye ;
My noonday walks he shall attend,
And all my midnight hours defend.

‘When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary, wandering steps he leads,
ere ful rivers, soft and slow,

Amid the verdant landscape flow.

Though in the paths of death I tread,
With gloomy horrors overspread,

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill;

For thou, O Lord, art with me still :
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,
And guide me through the dreadful shade.

Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious lonely wilds I stray,
Thy bounty shall my wants beguile,
The barren wilderness shall smile,

With suddengreensand her| crowned,
And streams shall murmur o\ sxoend.



ALEXANDER POPE.

(2688 - 1744.]
THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER.

FATHER of all! in every age,
In every clime adored,

By saint, by savage, and by sage,
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord!

Thou great First Cause, least understood,
Who all my sense confined

To know but this, that thou art good,
And that myself am blind ;

Yet gave me, in this dark estate,
To see the good from ill ; .

And, binding nature fast in fate,
Lett free the human will.

‘What conscience dictates to be done,
Or warns me not to do,

This teach me more than hell to shun,
That more than heaven pursue.

‘What blessings thy free bounty gives
Let me not cast away ;

For God is paid when man receives :
To enjoy is to obey.

Yet not to earth’s contracted span
Thy ioodness let me bound,

Or think thee Lord alone of man,
‘When thousand worlds are round.

Let not this weak, unknowing hand
Presume thy bolts to throw,

And deal damnation round the land
On each I judge thy foe.

If I am right, thy grace impart
Still in the right to stay ;

If I am wrong, O, teach my heart
To find that better way!

Save me alike from foolish pride,
Or impious discontent,

At aught thy wisdom has denied,
Or aught thy goodness lent.

Teach me to feel another’s woe,
To hide the fault T see;

That mercy I to others show,
That mercy show to me.

Mean though I am, not wholly so,
Since quickened by thy breath;
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O, lead me wheresoe’er I go,
Through this day’s life or death.

This day be bread and peace my lot;
All else beneath the sun

Thou know’st if best bestowed or not,
And let thy will be done !

To thee, whose temple is all space, —
Whose altar, earth, sea, skies, —
One chorus let all beings raise |
All Nature’s incense rise !

HAPPINESS.

O HAPPINESS ! our being's end and aim |

Good, pleasure, ease, content! whate'er
thy name ;

That something still, which prompts the
eternal sigh ;

For wl:;ph we bear to live or dare to

ie ;
Which still so near us, yet beyond us

lies,

O’erlooked, seen double by the fool, and
wise.

Plant of celestial seed! if dropped be-

low,

Say, in what mortal soil thou deign’st to
grow ?

Fair opening to some court’s propitious
shrine,

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming
mine ?

Twined with the wreaths Parnassian
laurels yield,

Or reaped in iron harvests of the field ?

‘Where grows ?— where grows it not?
If vain our toil,

We oughtl to blame the culture, not the
soil :

Fixed to no spot is happiness sincere,

'T is nowhere to be found, or everywhere.

Ask of the learned the way, the learned

are blind ;

This bids to serve, and that to shun man-
kind :

Some place the bliss in action, some in

ease;

Those call it pleasure, and contentment
these :

Some, sunk to beasts, find pleasure end
in pain;

Some, swelled to gods, confess e’en vir-
tue vain:

Or indolent, to each extreme they fall, —
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To trust in everything, or doubt of all.

‘Who thus define it, say they more or less

Than this, that happiness is happiness ¢

Take nature’s path, and mad opinion’s
leave;

All states can reach it, and all heads con-
ceive;

Obvious her goods, in no extremes they
dwell;

There needs but thinking right and
meaning well ;

And mourn our various portions as we
please, .

Equal is common sense and common ease.

Remember, man, ‘‘The Universal Cause

Acts not by partial, but by general laws”’;

And malﬁas what happiness we justly
cal

Subsist not in the good of one, but all.

There ’s not a blessing individuals find,

But some way leans and hearkens to the

No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with
pride,

No caverned hermit rests self-satisfied :

‘Who mostdto shun or hate mankind pre-
tend,

Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend :

Abstract what others feel, what others

think,
All E]easures sicken, and all glories sink :
Each has his share; and who would
more obtain

Shall find the pleasure pays not half the

pain.
Order is Heaven’s first law ; and, thiscon-

fessed,

Some are, and must be, greater than the
rest,

More rich,' more wise : but who infers
from hence

That such are happier shocks all common-

sense.

Heaven to mankind impartial we confess,

If all are equal in their happiness:

But mutual wants this happiness in-
crease ;

All nature’s difference keeps all nature’s
peace.

Condition, circumstance, is not the thing;

Bliss is the same in subject or in king,

In who obtain defence or who defend,

In him who is or him who finds a friend ;

Heaven breathes through every member
of the whole J

One common blessing, as one common
soul. :

4
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But fortune’s gifts if each alike possessed,

And all were equal, must not all con-
test?

If then to all men happiness was meant,

God in externals could not place con-
tent.

Fortune her gifts may variously dis-

pose,

And these be happy called, unhappy
those ;

But Heaven’s just balance equal will ap-

pear,
While those are placed in hope, and
these in fear ;
Not present good or ill, the joy or curse,
But future views of better or of worse.
O sons of earth, attempt ye still to

rise,
By mountains piled on mountains, to the
skies ?
Heaven still with laughter the vain toil
surveys,
And buries madmen in the heaps they
raise.
Knovici', (sl.ll the good that individuals
nd,
Or God and nature meant to mere man-
kind,

Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of

sense,
Lie in three words, health, peace, and
competence.

—_——

ALLAN RAMBAY.
[x685 - 1758.]
SONG.

FAREWELL to Lochaber, farewell to my
Jean

Where heartsome with thee I have mony
a day been:

To Lochaber no more, to Lochaber no

more,
We ’ll maybe return to Lochaber no

more.

These tears that I shed they afe a’ for
my dear,

And not for the dangers attending on

. weir;

Though borne on rough seas to a far
bloody shore, '

Maybe to return to Lochaher no e\
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Though hurricanes rise, and rise every
wind,
No tempest can equal the storm in my

mind ;

Though loudest of thunders on louder
Wwaves Toar,

That ’s naething like leaving my love on
the shore.

To leave thee behind me my heart is sair
pained,

But by ease that’s inglorious no fame
can be gained:

And beauty and love’s the reward of the
brave;

And I maun :ieserve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my
excuse ;

Since honor commands me, how can I
refuse?

Without it I ne’er can have merit for
thee,

And losing thy favor I°d better not be.

I gae then, my lass, to win honor and

ame,
And if I should chance to come glorious

hame,

I’ll bring a heart to thee with love run-
ning o'er,

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber
no more,

—_——

JOHN GAY.
[2688 -1732.]

THE PAINTER WHO PLEASED NOBODY
AND EVERYBODY.

LesT men suspect your tale untrue,

Keep probability in view.

The traveller, leaping o’er those bounds,

The credit of hls?mr%k confounds.

‘Who with his tongue hath armies ronted

Makes even his real courage doubted :

But flattery never seems absurd ;

The flattered always takes your word :

Impossibilities seem just;

They take the strongest praise on trust.

Hyperboles, though ne’er so great,

‘Will still come short of self-conceit.
So very like a painter drew,

That every eye the picture knew;

He hit complexion, feature, air,

! So just, the life itself was there.
' No flattery with his colors laid,

To bloom restored the faded maid;

He gave each muscle all its strenfth,
. The mouth, the chin, the nose’s len
| His honest pencil touched with tmtﬁh
And marked the date of age and youth.
He lost his friends, his practice failed ;
Truth should not always be revealed ;
In dusty piles his pictures lay,
For no one sent the second pay.
Two bustos, fraught with every grace,
A Venus' and Apollo’s face,
He placed in view ; resolved to please,
‘Whoever sat, he drew from these,
From these corrected every feature,
And spirited each awkward creature.

All things were set; the hour was
come,
His pallet ready o’er his thumb.
My lord appeared ; and seated right
In proper attitude and light,
The painter looked, he sketched the
iece,

Then dfp ed his pencil, talked of Greece,
Of Titian’s tints, of Guido’s air;
““Those eyes, my lord, the spirit there
Might well a Raphael's hand require,
To give them all their native fire ;
The features fraught with sense and

wit,
You'll grant are very hard to hit;
But yet with patience you shall view
As much as paint and art can do.
Observe the work.” My lord replied :
“Till now I thought my mouth was
wide ;
Besides, my nose is somewhat long;
Dear sir, for me, 't is far too young.”

“Oh! pardon me,” the artist cried,
““In this the painters must decide.

The piece even common eyes must strike,
I warrant it extremely like.”

My lord examined it anew ;

No looking-glass seemed half so true.

A lady came; with borrowed grace
He from his Venus formed her face.
Her lover praised the painter’s art;

So like the picture in his heart!

To every age some charm he lent;

El:en beauties were n.lhmost c(;lntent.
Through all the town his art they praised;
His cu{’;tom grew, his price was raised.
Had he the real likeness shown,

Would any man the picture own ?

But when thus happily he wrought,
Each found the likeness in his thought.
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JOHN BYROM.
[x691 - 1763.]
CARELESS CONTENT.

I AM content, I do not care,

Wag as it will the world for me;
‘When fuss and fret was all my fare,
It got no ground as I could see:

So when away my caring went,
I counted cost, and was content.

‘With more of thanks and less of thought,
I strive to make my matters meet ;

To seek what ancient sages sought,
Physic and food in sour and sweet :

To take what passes in good part,

And keep the hiccups from the heart.

With good and gentle-humored hearts,
1 choose to chat where’er I come,

‘Whate’er the subject be that starts;
But if I get among the ilum,

I hold my tongue to tell the truth,

And keep my breath to cool my broth.

For chance or change of peace or pain,
For Fortune’s favor or her frown,
For lack or glut, for loss or gain,
I never dodge nor up nor down;
But swing what way the ship shall swim,
Or tack about with equal trim.

I suit not where I shall not speed,
Nor trace the turn of every tide ;
If simple sense will not succeed,
I make no bustling, but abide;
For shining wealth or scaring woe,
I force no friend, I fear no foe.

Of ups and downs, of ins and outs,
Of they’re i’ the wrong, and we're
i’ the right,

1 shug the rancors ﬁmd the routs;
And wishing well to eve igh
‘Whatever turn the matter ‘Zﬂ;{f b
I deem it all but ducks and drakes.

‘With whom I feast I do not fawn,
Norif the folks should flout me, faint;
If wonted welcome be withdrawn,
I cook no kind of a complaint:
With none disposed to disagree,
But like them best who best like me.

Not that I rate myself the rule
How all my betters should behave;
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But fame shall find me no man's fool,
Nor to a set of men a slave:

I love a friendship free and frank,

And hate to hang upon a hank.

Fond of a true and trusty tie,

I never loose where’er I link;
Though if a business budges bi’

I talk thereon just as I think;
My word, my work, ruy heart, my hand,
Still on a side together stand.

If names or notions make a noise,
‘Whatever hap the question hath,
The point impartially I poise,
And read or write, but without wrath;
For should I burn, or break my brains,
Pray, who will pay me for my pains?

I love my neighbor as myself,
Myself like him too, by his leave;
Nor to his pleasure, power, or pelf
Came I to crouch, as I conceive:
Dame Nature doubtless has designed
A man the monarch of his mind.

Now taste and try this temper, sirs;
Mood it and brood it in your breast;
Or if ye ween, for worldly stirs,
That man does right to mar his rest,
Let me be deft, and debonair,
I am content, I do not care.

—_——

JAMES THOMSON.
 [1700-1748]
FROM THE “CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.”

IN lowly dale, fast by a river's side,

With woody hill o’er hill encompassed
round,

A most enchanting wizard did abide,

Than whom a friend more fell is no-
where found.

It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground :

And there a season atween June and

May,

Half pranked with spring, with sum.
mer half imbrowned,

A listless climate made, where, sooth

to say,
No living wight could work, nor caréd

even for play.
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‘Was naught around but images of rest :

Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns
between ;

And flowery beds that slumberous in-
fluence kest,

From poppies breathed; and beds of
pleasant green,

‘Where never yet was creeping crea-
ture seen.

Meantime unnumbered
streamlets played,

And hurléd everywhere their waters

sheen ;
That, as they bickered through the

sunny gilade,
‘Though restless still themselves, a lull-
ing murmur made.

glittering

Joine«_iuto the prattle of the purling

rills,

Were heard the lowing herds along the
vale,

And flocks loud bleating from the dis-
tant hills,

And vacant shepherds piping in the
dale;

And now and then sweet Philomel
would wail,

Or stock-doves plain amid the forest
deep,

That drowsy rustled to the sighing

gale;
And still a coil the grasshopper did

keep; Lo
Vet all these sounds yblent inclinéd all
to sleep.

Full in the passage of the vale above,

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood,

Where naught but shadowy forms was
seen to move,

As Idlesse fancied in her dreamymood :

And up the hills, on either side, a
w

Of blackening pines, aye waving to
and fro,

Sent forth a sleepy horror through the
blood ;

Andlwhere this valley winded out be-
ow,

The murmuring main was heard, and

scarcely heard, to flow.

A pleasingland of drowsy-head it was,
Of dreams that wave before the half-
shut eye:

And of gay castles in the clouds that
pass,

Forever flushing round a sumnmer sky :

There dic the soft delights, that witci-
ingly

Instil a wanton sweetness through the
breast,

And the culm pleasures, always hov-
ered nigh;

But whate'er smacked of noyance or
unrest

Was far, far off expelled from this deli-

cious nest.

A HYMN.

THESE, as they change, Almighty Fa-
ther, these
Are but the varied God. The rolling

year

Is full of thee. Forth in the pleasing
spring

Thy beauty walks, thy tenderness and

love.

Wide flush the ficlds; the softening air
is balm ;

Echo the mountains round; the forest
smiles;

And every sense, and every heart, is joy.

Then comes thy glory in the summer
months,

With light and heat refulgent. Then

th{ sun
Shoots full perfection through the swell-
ing year;

And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder

speaks,

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling
eve,

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whis-

fine

And spreads a common feast for all that
lives.

In winter awful thou! with clouds and
storms

Around thee thrown, tempest o’er tem-
pest rolled,

Majestic darkness! On the whirlwind's
wing,

Riding sublime, thou bid’st the world
adore,

And humblest nature with thy northern
hlast.

perin li‘r:les.
Thy boun’f{ shines in autumn uncon-









JAMES THOMSON.

Mysterious round! what skill, what
force divine,

Deep felt, in these appear ! a simple train,

Yet so delightful mixed, with such kind

art)

Such beauty and beneficence combined ;

Shade, unperceived, so softening into
shmf: H

And all so forming an harmonious whole ;

That, as they still succeed, they ravish
still.

But wandering oft, with brute uncon-
scious gaze,

Man marks not thee, marks not the
mighty hand,

That, ever busy, wheels the silent
spheres;

‘Works in the secret deep; shoots, steam-
ing, thence

The fair profusion that o’erspreads the
spring;

Flin gsdrom the sun direct the flaming

ay ;

Feeds ever{ creature; hurls the tempests
forth ;

And, as on earth this grateful change
revolves,

With tranl;s‘poxt touches all the springs
of life.

Nature, attend ! join every living soul,
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky,
In adoration join ; and, ardent, raise
One general song! To him, ye vocal

gales,
Breathe soft, whose spirit in your fresh-
ness breathes :
O, talk of him in solitary glooms;
Where,. o'er the rock, the scarcgly wav-

ing pine

Fills the brown shade with a religious
awe!

And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar,

‘Who shake the astonished world, lift
high to heaven

The impetuous song, and say from whom
you rage.

His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trem-
bling rills;

And let me catch it as I muse along.

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and pro-
found ;

Ye softer floods, that lead’ the humid
maze

Along the vale; and thou, majestic main,

A secret world of wonders in thyself,

Sound his stupendous praise, whose
greater voice
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Or bids Ylon roar, or bids your roarings -
fall.

Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits,
and flowers,

In mingled clouds to him, whose sun
exalts,

‘Whose breath perfumes you, and whose
pencil paints.

Ye forisits bend, ye harvests wave, to

m’
Breathe your still song into the reaper’s
eart,
As home he goes beneath the joyous
moon.
Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth
asleep
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest
beams,
Ye constellations, while your angels
strike,
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre.
Great source of day! best image here
below
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide,
From world to world, the vital ocean
round,
On Nature write with every beam his

praise.

The thunder rolls: be hushed the pros-
trate world ;

‘While cloud to cloud returns the solemn

hymn.

Bleat out afresh, ye hills; ye mossy
rocks,

Retain the sound; the broad responsive

low,

Ye valleys, raise; for the great Shep-
herd reigns,

And his unsuffering kingdom yet will

come.

Ye woodlands all, awake: a boundless
song

Burst from the groves; and when the
restless day,

Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep,

Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela,
charm

The listening shades, and teach the night
his praise.

Ye chief, for whom the whole creatior.

smiles,
At once the head, the heart, and tongve

of all,

Crown the great hymn! in swarming
cities vast,

Assembled men to the deep orgwn
join
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The long-msounding voice, oft breaking
clear, )

At solemn pauses, through the swelling
bass;

And, as each mingling flame increases
each,

In one united ardor rise to heaven.

Or if you rather choose the rural shade,

And find a fane in every sacred grove,

There let the shepherd’s flute, the vir-
gin's lay,

The prompting seraph, and the poet’s
lyre,

Still sinﬁ the God of seasons, as they
roll.

For me, when I forget the darling
theme,

‘Whether the blossom blows, the summer
ray

Russets the plain, inspiring autumn
gleams,

Or winter rises in the blackening east,

Be my tongue. mute, my fancy paint no
more,

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to
beat !
Should fate command me to the far-

thest verge

Of the green earth, to distant barbarous
climes,

Rivers unknown to song, —where first
the sun

Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting
beam

Flames on the Atlantic isles,—’tis
naught to me :

Since God is ever present, ever felt,

In the void waste, as in the city full ;

And where he vital breathes, there must

be joy.
‘When even at last the solemn hour shall

come,

And wing my mystic flight to future
worlds,

I cheerful will obey; there, with new
powers,

Will rising wonders sing: I cannot go

‘Where Universal Love not smiles around,

Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their
suns;

From seeming evil still educing good,

And bettﬁar thence again, and better
still,

In infinite progression. But I lose

Myself in him, in light ineffable!

Come then, expressive Silence, muse his
Ppraise.

' Come and aid th;
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JOHN DYER.
[1700-12758.]
GRONGAR HILL.

SILENT nymph, with curious eye!
Who, the purple eve, dost lie
On the mountain’s lonely van,
Beyond the noise of busy man,
Painting fair the form of things,
‘While the yellow linnet sings,
Or the tuneful nightingale
Charms the forest with her tale, —
Come, with all thy various hues,
sister Muse.
Now, while Pheebus, riding hxh,
Gives lustre to the land and sky,
Grongar Hill invites my song, —
Draw the landscape bright and strong;
Gron%nr, in whose mossy cells
Sweetly musing Quiet dwells;
Grongar, in whose silent shade,
For the modest Muses made,
So oft I have, the evening still,
At the fountain of a rill,
Sat upon a flowery bed,
With my hand beneath my head,
While strayed my eyes o'er Towy’s
flood,
Over mead and over wood,
From house to house, from hill to hill,
Till Contemplation had her fill.
About his checkered sides I wind,
And leave his brooks and meads be-
hind,
And groves and grottos where I lay,
And vistas shooting beams of day.
Wide and wider spreads the vale,
As circles on a smooth canal.
The mountains round, unhappy fate !
Sooner or later, of all height,
Withdraw their summits from the skies,
And lessen as the others rise.
8Still the prospect wider spreads,
Adds a thousand woods and meads;
Still it widens, widens still,
And sinks the newly risen hill.
Now I gain the mountain’s brow;
What a landscape lies below !
No clouds, no vapors intervene;
But the gay, the open scene
Does the face of Nature show,
In all the hues of heaven’s bow!
And, swelling to embrace the light,
Spreads around beneath the sight.
Old castles on the cliffs arise,
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Proudly towering in the skies;

Rushing from the woods, the spires

Seem from hence ascending fires;

Half his beams Apollo sheds

On the yellow mountain-heads,

Gilds the fleeces of the flocks,

And glitters on the broken rocks.
Below me trees unnumbered rise,

Beautiful in various dyes:

The gloomy pine, the poglar blue,

The yellow beech, the sable yew,

The slender fir that taper grows,

The sturdy osk with broad-spread

boughs;
And beyond the purple grove,
Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love!
Gaudy as the opening dawn,
Lies a long andpfevel lawn,
On which a dark hill, steep and high,
Holds and charms the wandering eye.
Deep are his feet in Towy'’s flood :
His sides are clothed with waving
wood,
And ancient towers crown his brow,
That cast an awful look below;
‘Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps,
And with her arms from falling keeps ;
So both a safety from the win
In mutual dependence find.
'T is now the raven’s bleak abode;
'T is now the apartment of the toad;
And there the fox securely feeds;
And there the poisonous adder breeds,
Concealed in ruins, moss, and weeds;
‘While, ever and anon, there fall
Huge heaps of hoary mouldered wall.
Yet Time has seen, — that lifts the low
And level lays the lofty brow, —
Has seen this broken pile complete,
Big with the vanity o? state.
But transient is the smile of Fate!
A little rule, a little sway,
A sunbeam in a winter’s day,
Is all the Eroud and mighty have
Between the cradle and the grave.
And see the rivers how they run,
Through woods and meads, in shade and
sun,
Sometimes swift, sometimes slow, —
‘Wave succeeding wave, they go
A various journey to the deef),
Like human life to endless sleep!
Thus is Nature's vesture wrougit,
To instruct our wandering thought:
Thus she dresses green and gay,
To disperse our cares away.
Ever charming, ever new,
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When will the landscape tire the view !
The fountain’s fall, tlie river's flow;
The woody valleys, warm and low;
The windy summit, wild and high,
Roughly rushing on the sky;
The pleasant seat, the ruined tower,
The naked rock, the shady bower;
The town and vil‘.?e, dome and farm, —
Each gives each a double charm,
As pearls upon an Ethiop’s arm.
See on the mountain’s southern side,
Where the prospect opens wide,
Where the evening gilds the tide;
How close and smalflthe hedges lie!
What streaks of meadow cross the
eye!
A step methinks may pass the stream,
So little distant dangers seem ;
So we mistake the Future's face,
Eyed through Hope’s deluding glass;
As yon summits, soft and fair,
Clad in colors of the air,
‘Which to those who journey near,
Barren, brown, and rough appear;
Still we tread the same coarse way,
The present’s still a cloudy day.
"0, may I with myself agree,
And never covet what I see;
Content me with an humble shade,
My passions tamed, my wishes laid ;
For while our wishes wildly roll,
We banish quiet from the soul:
'T is thus the busy beat the air,
And misers gather wealth and care.
Now, even now, my joys run high,
As on the mountain-turf { lie;
While the wanton Zephyr sings,
And in the vale perfumes his wings;
‘While the waters murmur deep;
‘While the shepherd charms his sheep ;
‘While the birgs unbounded fly,
And with music fill the sky,
Now, even now, my joys run high.
Be f;:lll' ye courts; be great who

Search for Peace with all your skill :
Open wide the lofty door,

Seek her on the marble floor.

In vain you search; she is not there!
In vain you search the domes of Care!
Grass and flowers Quiet treads,

On the meads and mountain-heads,
Along with Pleasure, close allied,
Ever by each other’s side;

And often, by the murmuring rill,
Hears the thrush, while all is still
Within the groves of Grongpe Wi\

DYER.
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WILLIAM HAMILTON.

[x704 - 1754°]
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
Busk {e, busk ye, my bonny bonny
ride,

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow !

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,

And think nae mair on the Braes of
Yarrow.

‘“Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride ?
‘Where gat ye that winsome marrow?”

I gat her where I darena weil be seen,
'ing the birkson the Braesof Yarrow.

‘Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny
bride,
‘Weep no’t, weep mot, my winsome
marrow |
Nor let thy heart lament to leave
Pu’ingthe birkson the Braesof Yarrow.

J“Why does she weep, thy bonny bonny
bride?
‘Why does she weep, thy winsome
marrow }
And why dare ye nae mair weil be seen,
Pu’ing the birks on the Braes of Yar-
row?”

" Lang maun she weep, lang maun she,
maun she weep,
Lang maun she weep with dule and sor-

TOoW,
And lang maun I nae mair weil be seen,
Pu’ingthebirkson the Braes of Yarrow.

For she has tint her lover lover dear,
Her lover dear, the cause of sorrow,
And I hae slain the comeliest swain
That e’er pu’ed birks on the Braes of
Yarrow.

Why runs thy stream, O Yarrow, Yarrow,
ed ?

T
‘Why on thy braes heard the voice of
sorrow ¢
And why yon melancholious weeds
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow?

What ’s yonder floats on the rueful rueful
flude?
‘What’s yonder floats? O dule and
sorrow !
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’T is he, the comely swain I slew
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow.,

‘Wash, O, wash his wounds, his wounds fa
tears,
His wounds in tears with dule and
SOTTOW,
And wrap his limbs in moumin;%{weeds,
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow.

Then b;%d, then build, ye sisters sisters

Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow,
And weep around in waeful wise,
Hishelplessfateon the Braes of Yarrow.

Curseye, curse ye hisuseless uselessshield,
Myarm that wrought the deed of sorrow,
The fatal spear that pierced his breast,
His comely breast, on the Braes of
Yarrow.

Did I not warn thee not to lo’e,
And warn from fight, but to my sorrow;
O’er rashly bauld a stronger arm
Thou met’st, and fell on the Braes of
Yarrow.

Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green
ws the grass,
Yellow on Yarrow bank the gowan,
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan.

Flows Yarrow sweet? as sweet, as sweet
flows Tweed, 1
As green its grass, its gowan as yellow,
As swse:i smells on its braes the birk, !
The apple frae the rock as mellow.

Fair was thy love, fair fairindeed thy love,
In flowery bands thou him didst fetter;

Though he was fairand weil beloved again,
Than me he never lo’ed thee better.

Busk ye, then busk, my bonny bonny
bride,
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow !
Busk ye, and lo’e me on the banks of
Tweed,
And think nae mair on the Braes of
Yarrow.

‘““How can I busk a bonny bonny bride,
How can I busk a winsome marrow,
How lo’e him on the banks of Tweed,
That slew? my love on the Braes of Yar-
row
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¢Q Yarrow fields! may never never rain
Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover,
For there was basely slain my love,
My love, as he had not been a lover.

“The boy put on his robes, his robes of
green,
His purple vest, 't was my ain sewing;
Ah! wretched me! I little little kenned
He was in these to meet his ruin.

¥The boy took out his milk-white milk-
white steed,
Unheedful of my dule and sorrow,
But e’er the to-fall of the night
Helay a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow.

““Much1 rejoiced that waeful waeful day ;
I sang, my voice the woods returning,
~ But lang ere night the spear was flown
That slew my love, and left me mourn-
ing.

“What can my barbarous barbarous fa-
ther do,
But with his cruel pursue me?
My lover’s blood is on thy spear,
How canst thou, barbarous man, then
woo me?

My happy sistersmay be, may be proud ;
ith cruel and ungentle scoffin,
May bid me seek on Yarrow Braes
My lover nailéd in his coffin.

¢“My brother Douglas may upbraid, up-
brai

Jx:)
And strive with threatening words to
move me,
My lover’s blood is on thy spear,
ow canst thou ever bid me love thee?

““Yes, ges, Preparethebed, thebed of love,
With bridal sheets my body cover,
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door,
Let in the expected husband lover.

‘“But who the expected husband hus-
band is?
His hands, methinks, are bathed in
slaughter.
Ah me! what ghastly spectre ’s yon,
Oomesft:n his pale shroud, bleeding
after? ’

““Pale asheis, here lay him, layhim down,
O, lay his cold bead on my pillow;
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Take aff, take aff these bridal weeds,
And crownmy careful head with willow.

““Pale though thou art, yet best, yet best
beloved,
0, could my warmth tolife restore thee!
Ye ’d lie all night between my breasts,
No youth lay ever there before thee.

¢‘Pale pale, indeed, O lovely lovely youth,
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter,

And lie all night between my breasts,
No youth shall ever lie there after.”

Return, return, O mournful mournful
bride,
Return and dry thy useless sorrow :
Thy lover heeds nanght of thy sighs,
Helies a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow.

—_——

ISAAC WATTS.
[1674-1748.]

THE HEAVENLY LAND.

THERE is a land of pure delight,
‘Where saints immortal reign ;

Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pain.

There everlnstinis.}n'ing abides,
And never-withering flowers;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides
This heavenly land from ours.

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood
Stand dressed in living green;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
‘While Jordan rolled between.

But timorous mortals start and shrink
To cross this narrow sea,

And linger shivering on the brink,
And fear to launch away.

0, could we make our doubts remove,
These gloomy doubts that rise,

And see the Canaan that we love
‘With unbeclouded eyes, —

Could we but climb where Moses stood,
And view the landscape o’er,
Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold

flood,
Should fright us from the ghave.
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PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

[1702-1751.]

YE GOLDEN LAMPS OF HEAVEN,
FAREWELL!

YE golden lamps of heaven, farewell,
ith all your feeble light!
Farewell, thou ever-changing moon,

Pale empress of the night!

And thou, refulgent orb of day,
In brighter flames arrayed ;
My soul, that springs beyond thy sphere,
o more demands thy aid.

Yo stars are but the shining dust
Of my divine abode;
The pavement of those heavenly courts
ere I shall see my God.

There all the millions of his saints
Shall in one song unite;

And each the bliss of all shall view,
‘With infinite delight.

——

CHARLES WESLEY.
(x708-1788.]
JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL.

JEsus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
‘While the nearer waters roll,
‘While the tempest still is high:
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
Till the storm of life be past;
Safe into the haven guide,
0, receive my soul at last!

Other refuge have I none,

Hangs my helpless soul on thee;
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me:
All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring;
Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

Thou, O Christ, art all I want;
More than all in thee I find:

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
Heal the sick, and lead the blind :
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Just and holy is thy name,
I am all unrighteousness;
False and full of sin I am,
Thou art full of truth and grace.

Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin;

Let the healing streams abound,
Make and keep me pure within:

Thou of life the fountain art;
Freely let me take of thee;

Spring thou up within my heart,
Rise to all eternity.

——

AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY.
[1740-1778.]
LOVE DIVINE, ALL LOVE EXCELLING

Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heaven to earth come down;
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy faithful mercies crown ;
Jesus, thou art all compassion !

Pure, unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

Breathe, O, breathe thy loving Spirit
Into every troubled breast;
Let us all in thee inherit,
Let us find the promised rest;
Take away the love of sinning,
Alpha and Omega be;
End of faith, as its beginning,
Set our hearts at liberty.

Come, almighty to deliver,
Let us all thy life receive;
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave:
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy hosts above;
Pray and praise thee without ceasing,
Glory in thy precious love.

Finish then thy new creation,
Pure, unspotted may we be;
Let us see thy great salvation
Perfectly restored by thee:
Changed from glory into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place!
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
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SAMUEL JOHNSON.
(2709 - 1784.]
ON THE DEATH OF DR. LEVETT.

CoNDEMNED to hope’s delusive mine,
As on we toil from day to day,

By sudden blasts, or slow decline,
Our social comforts drop away.

‘Well tried through many a varying year,
See Levett to the grave descend, ’
Officious, innocent, sincere,
Of every friendless name the friend.

Yet still he fills affection’s eye,
Obscurely wise and coarsely kind ;
Nor, lettered arrogance, deny
Thy praise to merit unrefined.

‘When fainting nature called for aid,
And hovering death prepared the
blow,
His vigorous remedy displayed
The power of art without the show.

In misery’s darkest cavern known,
WHis useful care was ever nigh,
here hopeless anguish poured hisgroan
And lonely want retired to die. ’

No summons mocked by chill delay,
No petty gain disdained by pride;
The modest wants of every day
The toil of every day supplied.

His virtues walked their narrow round,
Nor made a pause, nor left a void ;

And sure the Eternal Master found
The single talent well employed.

The busy day, the peaceful night,
Unfelt, uncounted, ndedml?y;
His frame was firm, his powers were

bright,
Though now hiseightieth year wasnigh.

Then with no fiery throbbing pain,
No cold gradations of decay,

Death broke at once the vital chain,
And freed his soul the nearest way.

59

WILLIAM SHENSTONE.
(1714-1763.]
THE SCHOOLMISTRESS.
HER cap, far whiter than the driven
SDoOw,
Emblem right meet of decency does

yield :
Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I
trowe,
As lisi ;;(llle harebell that adorns the
eld :
And in her hand, for sceptre, she does
wield
Tway birchen sprays; with anxious
fear entwined,
‘With dark distrust, and sad repent-
ance filled ;
And steadfast hate, and sharp affliction
joined,
And fury uncontrolled, and chastisement
unkind.

A russet stole was o’er her shoulders
thrown;

A russet kirtle fenced the nipping air:

T was simple russet, but it was her
own;

'T was her own country bred the flock
so fair,

'Twas her own labor did the fleece
prepare ;

And, sooth to say, her pupils, ranged
around,

Through pious awe, did term it passing
rare;

For they in gaping wonderment

abound,
And think, no doubt, she been the great-
est wight on ground.

Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her

truth,
N:ogompous title did debauch her ear;
G ly, good-woman, gossip, n’ aunt
orsooth,
Or dame, the sole additions she did

hear;

Yet these she challenged, these she
held right dear:

Ne would esteem him act as mought
behove,

‘Who should not honored eld with these
revere :
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For never title yet so mean could

prove,
But there was eke a mind which did that
title love.

One ancient hen she took delight to

feed,
The plodding pattern of the busy dame ;
Which, ever and anon, impelled by

need,

Into her school, begirt with chickens,
came !

Such favor did her past deportment
claim :

And, if Neglect had lavished on the

ground
Fragment of bread, she would collect
the same;
For well she knew, and quaintly could
expound,
‘What sin it were to waste the smallest
crumb she found.

Herbs too she knew, and well of each
could s
That din her garden sipped the silvery
ew ;
‘Where no vain flower disclosed a gaudy

streak ;

But herbs for use, and physic, not a
few,

of gray'renown, within those borders

grew:
The tufted basil, &mn-provoking thyme,
Fresh baum, and marygold of cheerful

hue;
The low’ly gill, that never dares to
limb ;

Ci )
And more I fain would sing, disdaining
here to rhyme.

Yet eup! may not be left unsung,
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues

around,

And pungent radish, biting infant’s
tongue, .

And plantain ribbed, that heals the
reaper’s wound,

And marjoram sweet, in shepherd’s

y toun .
And pl:zender, whose spikes of azure
bloom
Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles
bound,
To lurk amidst the labors of her loom,
And crown her kerchiefs clean with
mickle rare perfume,
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THOMAS GRAY.

(1716 -1771.]

ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY
CHURCHYARD.

THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd windsslowlyo’er thge lea)Lv 3

The ploughman homeward plods his
weary way,

And leaves the world to darkness and to
me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on
the sight,

And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning
flight,

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant
folds;

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower
The moping owl does to the moon com-

in

of suc{: as, wandering near her secret
bower,

Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-
tree’s shade,

‘Where heaves the turf.in many a moul-
dering heap,

Each in his narrow cell forever laid,

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

The breezy call of incense-breathing

morn,
The swallow twittering from the straw-
built shed,
The co«l:lk’s shrill clarion, or the echoing
orn,
No more shall rouse them from their
lowly bed.

For them 1no more the blazing hearth

usewife ply her evening care;
ren run to lisp their sire’s return,
b his knees the envied kiss to
share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,
Their furrkow oft the stubborn glebe has
hroke ;
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How jocund did they drive their team
afield !

How bowed the woods beneath their
sturdy stroke!

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ;
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful

smile
The short and simple annals of the poor.
The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er

gave,
Await alike the inevitable hour ;—
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the
: fault,
If memory o'er their tomb no trophies

raise,

‘Where throtth the long-drawn aisle and
fretted vault

The pealing anthem swells the note of
praise.

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to its mansion call the fleeting
breath?

Can Honor's voice provoke thesilent dust,

Or Flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of
Death?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Some ft;.al'lt once pregnant with celestial
re;
Hands that the rod of empire might have
swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre :

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample
page,
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er

unroll ;
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene

The dab:a,r unfathomed caves of ocean

Full many a flower is born to blush un-
seen,

And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

Some village Hampden, that with daunt-
less breast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood ;
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Some mute, inglorious Milton here may

Test;
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his coun-
try’s blood. '

The applause of listening senates to com-
man

The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling lan:

And read their history in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbade: nor -circumscribed
alone

Their growing virtues, but their crimes
confined ;

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a
throne,

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ;

The struggling pangs of conscious truth
ide,
To quench the blushes of ingenuous
shame,
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride
With incense kindled at the Muse’s
flame.

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble
strife

Their sober wishes never learned to stray ;

Along the cool, sequestered vale of life

They kept the noiseless tenor of their
way.

Yet even these bones from insult to pro-
tect,

Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless
sculpture decked,

Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by the
unlettered Muse,

The place of fame and elegy supply ;

And many a holy text around sge strews,

That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,
This pleasing, anxious being e’erresigned,
Left ths warm precincts of the cheerful
ay,
Nor cast one longing, lingering look be-
hind?

On some fond breast the parting soul

relies,
Some pious drops the closing eye re-
quires;
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E'en from the tomb the voice of Nature
cries,
F'en in our ashes live their wonted fires.

For thee, who, mindful of the unhon-
ored d

Dost inl these lines their artless tale re-
ate;

If chance, by lonely contemplation led,

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy
fate,

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say :
¢“Oft have we seen himat the peepof dawn,
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away,
To meet the sun upon tise upland lawn;

“There at the foot of yonder nodding
beech,
That wreathes its old, fantastic roots so

18!
His listless’length at noontide would he
stretch,
And p%re upon the brook that babbles

Y
‘“Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in

scorn,

Muttering his wayward fancies, he would
Tove ;

Now drooping, woful-wan, like one for-
lorn, .

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hope-
less love.

“One wmorn I missed him on the cus-
tomed hill,

Along the heath, and near his favorite
tree;

Another ca.t,ne, —nor yet beside the rill,
Nor u};l the lawn, nor at the wood was
e;

““The next, with d.ir%;zsdue, in sad array,

Slow *hrough the church-way path we
saw him borne; —

Approach and read (for thou canst read)
the la

Graved on tﬂe stone beneath yon aged
thorn.”

THE EPITAPH.
Here rests his head upon the lap of earth,

A youth to fortune and to fame un-
known;
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Fair Scli)enc}: frowned not on his humble
irt!
And Melancholymarked him for her own.

Large was his bounty, and his soul sin-
cere;

Heaven did a recompense as largely send :

He gave to Miser{i(all he had) a tear;

He gained from Heaven ('t was all he
wished) a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose,

Or draw his frailties from their dread
abode:

(There they alike in trembling hope re-

Ppose,)
The bosom of his Father and his God.

ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF
ETON COLLEGE.

YE distant spires, ye antique towers,
That crown the watery glade,
‘Where grateful Science stiﬁl adores
Her Henry’s holy shade;
And ye, that from the stately brow
Of Windsor’s heights the expanse below
Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey;
‘Whose turf, whose shade, whose flow-~
ers amon,
‘Wanders the ioary Thames along
His silver-winding way!

Ah, happy hills! ah, pleasing shade!

A, fields beloved in vain !

Whereoncemy careless childhood strayed,
A stranger yet to pain:

I feel the gales that from ye blow

A momentary bliss bestow,

As, waving fresh their gladsome wing,
My weary soul they seem to soothe,
And, redolent of joy and youth,

To breathe a second spring.

Say, Father Thames, for thou hast seen
Full many a sprightly race,
Di'ﬁ:)rtinion th{ margent green,
e paths of pleasure trace,
‘Who foremost now delight to cleave
With pliant arm thy glassy wave?
The captive linnet which inthrall?
‘What idle progeny succeed
To chase the rolling circle’s speed,
Or urge the flying ?
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‘While some, on earnest business bent,
Their murmuring labors ply

’Gainst graverhours, that bringconstraint
To sweeten liberty,

- Some bold adventurers disdain

The limits of their little reign,

And unknown regions dare descrﬁlz-u
Still as they run, they look behind ;
They hear a voice in every wind,

And snatch a fearful joy.

Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed,
pleasing when possessed ;
The tear forgot as soon as shed,
The sunshine of the breast.
Theirs buxom health of rosy hue,
‘Wild wit, invention ever new,
And lively cheer of vigor born;
The thoughtless day, the easy night,
The spirits pure, the slumbers light,
That fly the approach of morn.

Alas! regardless of their doom,
The little victims play;
No sense have they of ills to come,
Nor care beyond to-day;
Yet see how all around them wait
The ministers of human fate,
And black Misfortune’s baleful train.
Ah! show them where in ambush
stand,
To seize their prey, the murtherous

nd ;
Ah, tell them they are men!

These shall the fury passions tear,
The vultures of the mind,
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear,
And Shame, that skulks behind ;
Or gining Love shall waste their youth,
Or Jealousy with rankling tooth,
That inly gnaws the secret heart ;
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vi d, comfortless Despair,
And Sorrow's piercing dart.

Ambition this shall tempt to rise,
Then whirl the wretcg from high,
To bitter Scorn a sacrifice,
And grinning Infamy.
The stings of Falsehood those shall try,
And hard Unkindness’ altered eye,
That mocks the tear it forced to flow;
ﬁzﬁ ke:;ld Reﬁlorse with blood dextli}ied’
moody Madness laughing wi
Amid severest woe. ughing
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Lo! in the vale of years beneath

A grisly troop are seen,—
The painful family of Death,

More hideous than their queen:
This racks the joints, this fires the veins,
That every laboring sinew straius,
Those in the deeper vitals rage:

Lo! Poverty, to fill the band,

That numbs the soul with icy hand ;
And slow-consuming Age.

To each his sufferings : all are men,
Condemned alike to groan;

The tender for another’s pain,

The unfeeling for his own.

Yet, ah! why should they know their

fate,

Since sorrow never comes too late,

And happiness too swiftly flies!
Thouggt would destroy their paradise.
No more; where ignorance is bliss,

"Tis folly to be wise.

——

WILLIAM COLLINS.

[1720-1756.]
DIRGE IN CYMBELINE.

To fair Fidele's y tomb
Soft maids am{ village hinds shall bring
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom,
And rifle all the breathing spring.

No wailing ghost shall dare appear

To vex with shrieks this quiet grove;
But shepherd lads assemble here,

And melting virgins own their love.

No withered witch shall here be seen,
No goblins lead their nightly crew;

But female fays shall haunt the green,
And dress thy grave with pearly dew.

The redbreast oft at evening hours
Shall kindly lend his little aid,

With hoary moss and gathered flowers
Todeck the ground where thou art laid.

‘When howling winds and beating rain
In tempest shake the sylvan cell,

Or midst the chase upon the plain,
The tender thought on thee shall dwell.
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Each lonely scene shall thee restore,
For thee the tear be duly shed;

Beloved till life can charin no more,
And mourned till Pity’s self be dead.

ODE TO EVENING.

Ir aught of oaten stop or pastoral son,
May iope, chaste Kve, to soothe thy
modest ear,
Like thy own solemn springs,
Thy springs, and dying gales, —

(0] nym]i)h reserved, while now the bright-
aired Sun
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy
skirts,
‘With braid ethereal wove,
O’erhang his wavy bed :

Now air is hushed, save where the weak-
eyed bat,
‘With short, shrill shriek flits by on leath-
ern wing;
Or where the beetle winds
His small but sullen horn,

As oft he rises midst the twilight path,
Against the pilgrim bornein heedlesshum ;
Now teach me, maid composed,

To breathe some softened strain,

‘Whose numbers, stealing through thy
darkening vale,
May not unseemly with its stillness suit ;
As, musing slow, I hail
Thy genial, loved return!

For when thy folding-star arising shows
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp,
he fragrant Hours, and Elves
‘Who slept in buds the day,

And many a Nymph who wreathes her
brows with sedge,
And sheds the freshening dew, and, love-
lier still,
The pensive Pleasures sweet,
Prepare thy shadowy car.

Then let me rove some wild and heathy
scene;
Or find some ruin midst its dreary dells,
‘Whose walls more awful nod
By thy religious gleams.

SONGS OF THREE CENTURIES.

Or, if chi.ll, blustering winds, or driving

rain,

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut
That from the mountain’s side
Views wilds, and swelling floods,

And ha.m]ets brown, and dim-discovered

spires;
And hears their simple bell, and marks
o'er all
Thy dewy fingers draw
The gradual, dusky veil.

‘While Stpring shall pour his showers, as
oft he wont,
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest
Eve!
‘While Summer loves to sport
Beneath thy lingering light ;

‘While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with
leaves;
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous

air,
Affrights thy shrinking train,
And rudely rends thy robes, —

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule,
Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling
Peace,
Thy gentlest influence own,
And love thy favorite name!

——

JAMES MERRICK.
[1720 - 1769-]
THE CHAMELEON.

OFT has it been my lot to mark

A proud, conceited, talking spark,
‘With eyes that hardly served at most
To guard their master 'gainst a post;
Yet round the world the blade has been,
To see whatever could be seen.
Returning from his finished tour,
Grown ten times perter than before;
‘Whatever word you chance to dror,

The travelled fool your mouth will stop:
““Sir, if my judgment you ’ll allow—

1 ’ve seen — and sure I ought to know.”
So begs you 'd pay a due submission,
And acquiesce 1n his decision.
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Two travellers of such a cast,
As o’er Arabia’s wilds they dfassed,
And on their way, in friendly chat,
Now talked of this, and then of that,
Discoursed awhile, 'mongst other mat-

ter,

Of the chameleon’s form and nature.
““A stranger animal,” cries one,
“Sure never lived beneath the sun:
A lizard’s body,lean and long,
A fish’s head, a serpent’s tongue,
Its foot with triple claw disjoined ;
And what a length of tail behind !
How slow its pace! and then its hue—
‘Who ever saw so fine a blue?” .

‘“Hold there,” the other quick replies;
‘T is green, I saw it with these eyes,
As late with open mouth it lay,
And warmed it in the sunny ray;
Stretched at its ease the beast I viewed,
And saw it eat the air for food.”

““I 've seen it, sir, as well as you,
And must again affirm it blue;
At leisure I the beast surveyed
Extended in the cooling shade.”

T is green, 't is green, sir, I assure

e

““Green!” cries the other in a fury;
“Why, sir, d’ye think I’'ve lost my
eyes?”
¢¢’T werenogreatloss,” the friend replies ;
““For if they always serve you thus,
You'll find them but of little use.”
So high at last the contest rose,
From words they almost came to blows:
‘When luckily came by a third ;
To him the question they referred,
And begged he’d tell them, if he knew,
‘Whether the thing was green or blue.
““8irs,” cries the umpire, “‘cease your
pother;
The creature ’s neither one nor t’ other.
I caught the animal last night,
And viewed it o’er by candﬁalight;
I marked it well, 't was black as jet—
You stare— but, sirs, I've got it yet,
And can produce it.” — ¢“Pray, sir, do;
I'll lay mlf' life the thing is blue.”
““And I 'll be sworn, that when you ’ve
seen
The reptile, you ‘1l pronounce himgreen.”
‘“Well, then, at once to ease the doubt,”
Replies the man, “I°ll turn him out;
And when before your eyes I 've set him,
If you don’t find him black, I 'll eat him.”
e said ; and full before their sight
Produced thebeast, andlo!—'t ;vaswhite.
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Both stn;'ed; the man looked wondrous
wise—

“My children,” the chameleon cries

(Then first the creature found a tongue),

*“You all are right, and all are wrong:

‘When next you talk of what you view,

Think others see as well as you;

Nor wonder if you find that none

Prefers your eyesight to his own.”

—_——

OLIVER GOLDSMITH.
[1728-1774.]
FROM “THE DESERTED VILLAGE.”

SWEET was the sound, when oft, at

evening’s close

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ;

There, ai; 1 passsed with careless steps and
slow,

The mingling notes came softened from
below ;

The swain responsive as the milkmaid

sung,

The sober herd that lowed to meet their
young;

Thenoisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool,

The playful children just let loose from
school ;

The watch-dog’s voice that bayed the
whisgenng wind,

And the lpud laugh that spoke the vacant
mind, —

These all in sweet confusion sought the

shade,
And filled each pause the nightingale had
made.
But now the sounds of population fail,
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the

e,

No busg;lsteps the grass-grown footway

tread,

But all the bloomy flush of life is fled.

All but yon widowed,-solitary thing,

That feebly bends beside the plashy
spring ;

She, wretched matron, forced in age, for
bread,

To strip the brook with mantling cresses
spread,

To pick her wintry fagot from the thorn,

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till
morn ;
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She only left of all the harmlees train,
The sad historian of the pensive plain.

Near yonder copse, where once the
garden smiled,
And still where many a garden fower
grows wild,
There, where a few torn shrubs the place

lose,
The village preacher’s modest mansion
Tose

A man he was to all the country dear,
And passing rich with forty pounds a
ear ;
Remoteyfrom towns he ran his godly race,
Nor e‘er had chanfed, nor wished to
change, his place;
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power,
By doctrines fashioned to the varying

hour;

Far other aims his heart had learned to

rize, -

More skilled to raise the wretched than
to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant
train,

He chid their wanderings, but relieved
their pain ; ”

The long-remembered beggar was his

feare

‘Who#e beard descending swept his aged
breast ;

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer

roud,
Claimed kindred there, and had his
claims allowed ;
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stu{,
8at by his fire, and talked the night
away ;
‘Wept o’er {w wounds, or tales of sorrow

. done,
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how
fields were won.
Pleased with his guests, the good man
learned to glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their woe;
Careless their merits or their faults to

scan,
His pity gave ere charity began.
Thus to relieve the wretched was his
pride,
And eveun his failings leaned to virtue's
side:
But in his duty prompt at every call,

He watched anf wept, he prayed and
felt for all ;
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And, as a bird each fond endearment
tries

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the
skies,

He tried each art, reproved each dull

elay,
Allured to brighter worlds, and led
way. .

Besitli;i (;:ho bed where parting life was

And sorrow, guilt, and pain by turns
dismayed,

The reverend champion stood. At his
control,

Despair :ﬂd anguish fled the struggling
soul : .
Comfort can’ge down the trembling wretch

to raise,
And his last, faltering accents whispered
praise.

At church, with meek and unaffected

ce,
His loof:adorned the venerable place;
Truth from his lips prevailed with double

sway,

And fools, who came to scoff, remained
to pray.

The service past, around the pious man,

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ;

Even c:iilldren followed, with endearing

e!

And plucked his gown, to share the good
man’s smile.

His ready smile a parent’s warmth ex-
pressed,

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares
distressed ;

To them his heart, his love, his griefs,
were given,

But all his serious thoughts had rest in
heaven. ’

As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form,

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves
the storm,

Though round its breast the rolling clouds
are spread,

Eternal sunshine settles on its head.

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts
the way,
With blossomed furze unprofitably gay,
There, in hisnoisy mansion, skilled torlxe,
The village master taught hislittleschool.
A man severe he was, and stern to view;
I knew him well, and every truant knew:
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Well had the boding tremblers learned
to trace .

The day’s disasters in his morning face ;

Full we{l they laughed, with counterfeited

lee,

Atall lfis jokes, for many a joke had he;

Full well the busy whisper, circlinground,

Conveyed the dismal tidings when he

* frowned.

Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught,

The love he bore to learning was in fault.

The village all declared how much he
knew;

"T was certain he could write, and cipher

too .
Lands he could measure, times and tides

presage,
Andeventhestoryran thathecould gauqe;
Inarguing, too, the parson owned hisskill,
For, even thou%lh vanquished, he could

argue sti.
‘While words of learned length and thun-

dering sound
Amazed thegazingrustics ranged around ;
And still they gazed, and still the wonder

grew
That one small head could carry all he
knew.

But pastisall his fame. The very spot
‘Where many a time he triumphed is for-

got.
Near yglllger thorn, that lifts its head on
igh,
‘Where once the sign-post caught the

passing eye,

Low lies thl;% gouse where nut-brown
draughts inspired,

‘Where gray-beard mirth and smiling toil
retired,

‘Where village statesmen talked with
looks profound,

And news much older than their ale went
round.

Imagination fondly stoops to trace

The parlor splendors of that festive place :

The whtiltewashed wall ; the nicely sanded

oor ;

The varnished clock that clicked behind
the door;

Thechest, contrived a double debt to pay,

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by

gay;
The pictures placed for ornament and

use:
The twelve good rules ; the royal game of
goose ;

67
The hearth, except when winter chilled

the day,

With aspen boughs and flowers and fen-
nel Exy;

‘While gro en teacups, wisely kept for
show,

Ranged o’er the chimney, glistened in a
Tow.

Vai.n;utmnsitory splendors! could not
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its
fall ¢

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart

An hour’s importance to the poor man’s
heart;

Thither no more the t shall repair

To sweet oblivion of his daily care;

No morelthe farmer’s news, the barber’s
tale,

No more the woodman’s ballad shall pre-
vail;

No more the smith his dusky brow shall
clear,

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean
to hear.

The host himself no longer shall be found

Careful to see the mantlingblissgoround ;

Northe coymaid, half willing to be prest,

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.

———

THOMAS PERCY.
(1728 - 1811.])

THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY.

It was a friar of orders
Walked forth to tell ﬁ::{teads,
And he met with a lady fair,
Clad in a pilgrim’s weeds.

“Now Christ thee save, thou reverend
friar!
I pray thee tell to me,
If ever at yon holy shrine
My true-love thou didst see.”

““And how should I know your true-love
From many another one?”

““Oh! by his cockle hat, and staff,
And by his sandal shoon ;
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¢ But chiefly by his face and mien,
That were so fair to view,

His flaxen locks that sweetly curled,
And eyes of lovely blue.”

0 lady, he is dead and gone!
Lady, he’s dead and gone!

And at his head a green grass turf,
And at his heels a stone.

¢ Within these holy cloisters long
He languished, and he died,
Lamenting of a lady’s love,
And ’plaining of her pride.

¢¢Here bore him barefaced on his bier
Six proper youths and tall;

And many a tear bedewed his grave
‘Within yon kirkyard wall.”

¢ And art thou dead, thou gentle youth?
And art thou dead and gone ?

And didst thou die for love of me?
Break, cruel heart of stone |”

¢“0, weep not, lady, weep not so;
Some ghostly comfort seek :

Let not vain sorrow rive thy h
Nor tears bedew thy cheek.”

0 do not, do not, holy friar,
My sorrow now reprove ;

For I have lost the sweetest youth
That e’er won lady’s love.

“ And now, alas! for thy sad loss
I'll evermore weep and sigh;

For thee I only wished to live,
For thee I wish to die.”

¢Weep no more, lady, weep no more;
Thy sorrow is in vain:

For violets plucked, the sweetest shower
Will ne’er make grow again.

““Our joys as wingéd dreams do fly ;
Why then should sorrow last?

Since grief but aggravates thy loss,
Grieve not for what is past.” . -

¢¢Q, say not so, thou holy friar!
I pray thee say not so;

For since my true-love died for me,
'T is meet my tears should flow.

¢ And will he never come again ?
‘Will he ne’er come again ¢
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Ah, no! he is dead, and laid in his grave,
Forever to remain.

¢ His cheek was redder than the rose, —
The comeliest youth was he;

But he is dead and laid in his grave,
Alas! and woe is me.”

¢¢Sigh no more, lady, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever; )

One foot on sea and one on land,
To one thing constant never.

¢¢ Hadst thou been fond, he had been false,
And left thee sad and heavy;

For young men ever were fickle found,
Since summer trees were leafy.”

““Now say not so, thou holy friar,
I f)ray thee say not so;

My love he had the truest heart, —
0, he was ever true!

““And art thou dead, thou much-loved
youth,
And didst thou die for me?
Then farewell home ; forevermore
A pilgrim 1 will be.

¢ But first upon my true-love’s grave
My weary limbs 1’1l lay,

And thrice 1’1l kiss the green grass turf
That wraps his breathless clay.”

“Yet stay, fair lady, rest awhile
Beneath this cloister wall ;
The cold wind through the hawthorn

blows,
And drizzly rain doth fall.”

¢¢Q, stay me not, thou holy friar,
O stay me not, I pray;

No drizzly rain that falls on me
Can wash my fault away.”

“Yet stay, fair lady, turn again,
And dry those pearly tears;

For see, beneath this gown of gray
Thy own true-love appears.

‘¢ Here, forced by grief and hopeless love,
These holy wee§:l I sought;

And here, amid these lonely walls,
To end my days I thought. °

¢ But haply, for my year of grace
Is not yet passed away,
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ight I still hope to win thy love,
o longer would I stay.”

¢“Now farewell grief, and welcome joy
Once more unto my heart;

For since I 've found thee, lovely youth,
‘We nevermore will part.”

—_——

WILLIAM COWPER.
[1731- 1800.]
LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE.

ToLL for the brave!
The brave that are no more!
All sunk beneath the wave
Fast by their native shore!

ight hundred of the brave,
0se o well was tried,
Had made the vessel heel,
And laid her on her side.

A land-breeze shook the shrouds
And she was overset;

Down went the Royal George,
‘With all her crew complete.

Toll for the brave!
Brave Kempenfelt is gone ;
His last sea-ﬁght is fought,
His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle;

No tempest gave the shock ;
She sprang no fatal leak,

She ran upon no rock.

His sword was in its sheath,
His fingers held the pen,
‘When Kempenfelt went down
‘With twice four hundred men.

‘Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes !
And mingle with our cu;

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound,
And she may float again,

Full charged with England’s thunder,
And plough the distant main.

COWPER. €9

But Kempenfelt is gone,
His victories are o’er;

And he and his eight hundred
Shall plough the wave no more.

LINES TO MY MOTHER'S PICTURE.
O THAT those lips had language! Life
has passe
With nlle but roughly since I heard thee
ast.

Those lips are thine, —thy own sweet
smile I see,
The same that oft in childhood solaced

me;
Voice only fails, else how distinct theysay,
‘“Grieve not, my child; chase all thy
fears away !”
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes
(Blest be the art that can immortalize,
The art that baffles time’s tyrannic claim
To quench it !) here shines on me still the
same.

Faithful remembrancer of one so dear,
Owelcomeguest, though unexpected here !
‘Who bid’st mehonor with an artless song,
Affectionate, a mother lost so long.

I will obey, not willingly alone,

But gladly, as the precept were her own;
And, while that face renewsmy filial grief,
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief,
Shall steep me in Elysian revery,

A momentary dream that thou art she.

My mother! when I learned that thou

wast dead,
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I
shed?
Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowingson,
Wretch even then, life’s journey just

begun ?
Perhapis( thou gav'st me, though unfelt, a
iss ;
Perha

a tear, if souls can weep in bliss—
Ah, that maternal smile! it answers —

es.

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day,

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away,

And, turning from my nursery window,
d

rew

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu’

But was it such? It was. Where thou
art gone,

Adieusand farewellsareasound unkna wn.

May I gut meet thee on that peaceful
shore,
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The parting words shall pass my lips no
more!
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my

concern,
Oft gave me s)romise of thy quick return;
‘What ardently I wished I long believed,

And, disappointed still, wasstill deceived ;
By expectation every day beguiled,
Dupe of to-morrow even from a child.
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and

went,
Till, all my stock of infant sorrows spent,
I learned at last submission to my lot;
But, though I less deplored thee, ne’er

forgot.
‘Where once we dwelt our name is heard
no more,
Children not thine have trod my nursery
floor;
And wherethe ener Robin, day by day,

Drew me to school along the public way,

Delighted with my bawble coach, and
wrap)

Inscarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped,

'T is now become a history little known,

That once we called the pastoral house
our own.

Short-lived possession ! buttherecord fair,

That memory keeps of all thy kindness
there,

Still outlives many a storm that has

effaced
A thousand other themes less deeply
traced.
Thy niihtly visits to my chamber made,
That thou miﬂ:ltst know me safe and
warmly laid, —
All ';hiz,1 la.nd, more endearing still than

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no
fall

Ne'er roughened by those cataracts and
breaks
That humor inberposedtoooften makes, —
All this, still legible in memory’s page,
And still to be so to my latest nge,
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay
Such honors to thee as my numbers may ;
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere,
Not scorned in heaven, though little no-
ticed here.
Could Time, his flight reversed, restore
the hours
‘When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued
owers,
The violet, the pink, and jessamine,
I pricked them into paper with a pin,
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(And thou wast happier than myself the
while,

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my
head, and smile,)—

Could those few pleasant days again ap-

pear,
Might one*wish bring them, would I wish

them here ¢

I would not trust my heart, —the dear
delight

Seemsso to be desired, perhaps I might.

But no, —l:vhat here we call our life is
such,

So little to be loved, and thou so much,
That I should ill requite thee to con-

strain
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again.
hou, as a gng.lmt bark from Albion’s

coast

(The storms all weathered and the ocean
crossed)

Shoots into port at some well-havened

isle,

‘Where spices breathe and brighter sea-
sons smile ;

There sits quiescent on the floods, that
show

Her belautcous form reflected clear be-
ow,

While airs impregnated with incense

(Fla.y
Around her, fanning light her streamers

gy, —

So thou, ’with sails how swift! hast
reached the shore,

Where tempests never beat, nor billows

roar ;

And thy loved consort, on the dangerous
tide

Of life, long since has anchored by thy

side.

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest,®

Always from port withheld, always dis-
tressed, —

Me howling blasts drive devious, tem-
pest-tossed,

Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and
compass lost;

And day by day some current’s thwarting
force

Sets me more distant from a prosperous
course.

Yet O, the thought that thou art safe,
and he!—

That thought is joy, arrive what may to

me.
My boast is not that I deduce my birth
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From lt;ins enthroned, and rulers of the

earth ;
But higher far my proud pretensions
rise, —
The son of parents passed into the skies.
And now, farewell | — Time, unrevoked,

has run

His wonted course, yet what I wished is
done.

By contemplation’s help, not sought in
vain,

I seem to have lived my childhood o’er

again, — ‘

To have renewed the joys that once were
mine

Without the sin of violating thine;

And while the wings of Fancy still are
free,

And I can view this mimic show of thee,

Time has but half succeeded in his
theft, —

Thyseltl' removed, thy power to soothe me
eft.

MYSTERIES OF PROVIDENCE.

GoD moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform; .

He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

" Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,
. He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will.

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take!
The clouds ye so much dread

Are bi% with mercy, andsshall break
In blessings on your head.

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smi.ﬁng face.

His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour;

The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower. .

Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan his works in vair;

God is his own interpmter,
And he will make it plain.
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JEAN ADAM.

[x710-1765.]

THE MARINER'S WIFE.

AND are ye sure the news is true?
And are ye sure he’s weel ?

Is this a time to think o’ wark ?
Mauk haste, lay by your wheel;

Is this the time to spin a thread,
When Colin s at the door?

Reach down my cloak, 1’1l to the quay,
And see him come ashore.

For there ’s nae luck about the house,
There’s nae luck at a’;

There’s little pleasure in the house
‘When our gudeman’s awa’.

And gie to me my bigonet,
My bishop's satin gown ;

For I maun tell the baillie’s wife
That Colin ’s in the town.

My Turkey slippers maun gae on,
My stockings pearly blue;

It’s a’ to pleasure our gudeman,
For he ’s baith leal and true.

Rise, lass, and mak a clean fireside,
Put on the muckle pot; ’

Gie little Kate her button gown,
And Jock his Sunday coat;

And mak their shoon as black as slaes,
Their hose as white as snaw;

It’sa’ to please my ain gudeman,
For he s been lang awa’.

There ’s twa fat hens upo’ the coop,
Been fed this month and mair;

Mak haste and thraw their necks about,
That Colin weel may fare;

And mak our table neat and clean,
Let everything look braw,

For wha can tell how Colin fared
‘When he was far awa’?

Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech,
His breath like caller air;

His very foot has music in’t
As he comes up the stair.

And will I see his face again?
And will I hear him speak'!

I m downright dizzy wi’ the thought,
In troth I’m like to greet!

The cauld blasts o’ the winter wind,
That thirléd through my heart,
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They ’re &’ blawn by, I hae him safe,
Till death we’ll never part ;

But what puts parting in my head ?
It may be far awa’!

The present moment is our ain, -
The neist we never saw.

Since Colin ’s weel, and weel content,
I hae nae mair to crave;

And gin I live to keep him sae,
I’m blest aboon the lave.

And will I see his face again?
And will I hear him spea.k?

I’'m downright dizzy wi' the thought,
In troth I'm like to greet.

For there's nae luck about the house,
There ’s nae luck at a’;

There s little pleasure in the house
‘When our gudeman ’s awa’.

——

JAMES BEATTIE.
[1735-1803.]
THE HERMIT.

Ar the close of the day, when the ham-
let is still,
And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness

‘When I1)mu ht but the torrent is heard
on the hill,

And naught but the nightingale’s song

. in the grove,

'T was thus, by the cave of the moun-
tain afar,

‘While his harp rung symphonious, a
hermit began ;

No more thh himself or with nature at

He thought as a sage, though he felt as
a man :

““Ah! why, all abandoned to darkness
and woe,

‘Why, lone Philomela, that languishing
fall?

For spring shall return, and a lover be-
stow,

And sorrow no longer thy bosom inthrall.

But, if pity inspire thee, renew the sad
ay

Mourn, sv’veetest complainer, man calls
thee to mourn ;
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0, soothe him whose pleasures like thine
pass away !

Full quickly they pass, — but they never
return.

‘“Now, illdmg remote on the verge of the

The moon, half extinguished, her cres-
cent displays;
But lately I marked when majestic on

high

She shone, and the planets were lost in
her blaze.

Roll on, thou fair orb, and with glad-
ness pursue

The path that conducts thee to splendor

again |

But man’s faded glory what change shall
renew ?

Ah, fool ! to exult in a glory so vain!

“’Tis night, and the landscape is lovely
no more.

I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn
not for you;

For morn is approaching your charms te
restore,

Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glit-
tering with dew.

Noryet fortheravageof winterI mourn, —

Kind nature the embryo blossom will
save;

But when shall spring visit the moulder-
ing urn?

O, when shall day dawn on the night of
the grave?

¢“’T was thus, by the glare of false science
betrayed,

That leads to bewxlder, and dazzles to
blind, .

My thoughts wont to roam from shades
onward to shade,

Destructiog before me, and sorrow be-
hind.

‘O pity, great Father of light,” then I
cried,

‘Thy creature, who fain would not wan-
der from thee!

Lo, humbled in dust, I.relinquish my

pride;;

From doubt and from darkness thou only

canst free!’

¢ And darkness and doubt are now flying
awa¥;
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn.
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80 breaks on the traveller, faint and

astray,

The bright and the balmy effulgence of
morn.

See truth, love, and mercy in triumph
descending,

And nature all glowing in Eden’s first
bloom !

On the cold cheek of death smiles and
roses are blending,

And beanty immortal awakes from the
tomb.”

—_——

JOHN LANGHORNE.
[1735-1779-1
THE DEAD.

OF them who, wrapt in earth so cold,
No more the smiling day shall view,

Should many a tender tale be told,
For many a tender thought is due.

‘Why else the o’ergrown paths of time
ould thus the lettered sage explore,
‘With pain these crumbling ruins climb,
And on the doubtful sculpture pore?

‘Why seeks he with unwearied toil,
T{.rough Death’s dim walks to urge his

way,
Reclaim his long-asserted spoil,
And lead oblivion into day?

'T is nature prompts, by toil or fear,
Unmoved, to range through Death’s
domain;
The tender parent loves to hear
Her children’s story told again |

——

MRS. THRALE.

[1740-1822.]
THE THREE WARNINGS.

THE tree of deepest root is found

Least willing still to quit the ground;

'T was therefore said by ancient sages,
That love of life increased with years

o So much, that in our latter stages,
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‘When pains grow sharp and sickness
rages,
The greatest love of life appears.
This great affection to believe,
Which all confess, but few perceive,
If old assertions can’t prevail,
Be pleased to hear a modern tale.
‘When sports went round, and all were

.83y, .
On neighbor Dodson’s wedding-day,

| Death called aside the jocund groom

With him into another room,
And, looking grave, ‘“You must,” says
h

€,

¢ Quit your sweet bride, and come with

me.” .
“With you! and quit my Susan’s side?
With you!” the hapless husband cried ;
““Young as I am, 'tis monstrous hard!
Besides, in truth, I ’'m not prepared:
My thoughts on other matters go;
This is my wedding-day, you know.”

‘What more he urged I have not heard,
His reasons could not well be stronger;
So Death the poor delinquent spared,
And left to live a little longer.
Yet calling up a serious look,
His hour-glass trembled while he spoke.
‘“Neighbor,” he said, ¢“farewell | no more
Shall%)eath disturb your mirthful hour:
And further, to avoid all blame
Of cruelty upon my name,
To five you time for Preparation,
And fit you for your future station,
Three several warnings you shall have,
Before you 're summoned to the grave;
Willing for once I'll quit my prey,
And grant a kind reprieve,
In hopes you’ll have no more to say,
But when I call again this way,
Well pleased the world will leave.”
To these conditions both consented,
And parted perfectly contented.

‘What next the hero of our tale befell,
How long he lived, how wise, how well,
How roundly he pursued his course,
And smoked his pipe, and stroked his

orse,
The willing muse shall tell :

He chaffered, then he bought and sold,

Nor once perceived his growing old,
Nor thought of Death as near:

His friends not false, his wife no shrew,

Many his gains, his children few,
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He his hours in .
But while he viewed his wealth increase,
‘While thus along life’s dusty road
The beaten track content he trod,
Old Time, whose haste no mortal spares,
Uncalled, unheeded, unawares,
Brought on his eightieth year.
And now, one night, in musing mood,
As all alone he sate,
The unwelcome messenger of Fate
Once more before him stood.

Half killed with r and surprise,
““So soon returned!” Old Dodson cries.
““So soon, d’ ye call it!” Death replies;
“‘Surely, my friend, you 're but in jest!

Since I was here before
'T is six-and-thirty years at least,

And you are now fourscore.”

¢So much the worse,” the clown re-
Jjoined ;

‘“To spare the aged would be kind:
However, see your search be legal ;
And your authority, —is ’t regal?
Else you are come on a fool's errand,
‘With but a secretary’s warrant.
Beside, you promised me three warn-

ngs,

Which 1 have looked for nights and
mornings;

But for that loss of time and ease

I can recover damages.”

“I know,” cries Death, ‘‘that at the
best

I seldom am a welcome guest;

But don’t be captious, friend, at least:
I little thought you 'd still be able

To stump about your farm and stable:
Your years have run to a great length;
I'wish you joy, though, of yourstrength 1

““Hold,” says the farmer, ‘‘not so fast !
I have been lame these four years past.”

‘¢ And no great wonder,” Death replies :
‘“However, you still keep your eyes;
And sure to see one’s loves and friends
For legs and arms would make amends.”

¢‘Perhaps,” says Dodson, ‘‘soitmight,
But latterly I've lost my sight.”

‘¢ This is a shocking tale, 't is true;
But still there ’s comfort left for you:
Each strives your sadness to amuse ;

1 warrant you hear all the news.”

¢ There 's none,” cries he ; and if there

were,
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I’m grown so deaf, I could not hear.”
“Nay, then,” the spectre stern re.
Joined,
““These are unjustifiable yearnings :
If you are lame, and deaf,y and bﬁ:ul,
ou’'ve had your three sufficient
warnings ;
So come along, no more we 'll part.”
He said, and touched him with his dart,
And now Old Dodson, turning pale,
Yields to his fate, — so ends my tale.

—_——

ANNA L. BARBAULD.
[1743-18as]
THE SABBATH OF THE SOUL.

SLEEP, sleep to-d.n{, tormenting cares,
Of earth and folly born;

Ye shall not dim the light that streams
From this celestial morn.

To-morrow will be time enough
To feel your harsh control ;

Ye shall not violate, this day,
The Sabbath of my soul.

Sleep, sleep forever, guilty thoughts;
Let fires of vengeance die;

And, purged from sin, may I behold
A (?od of purity !

THE DEATH OF THE VIRTUOUSB.

SWEET is the scene when virtue dies!
‘When sinks a righteous soul to rest,

How mildly beam the closing eyes,
How gently heaves the expiring breast !

So fades a summer cloud away,

So sinks the gale when storms are o’er,
So gently shuts the eye of day,

So dies a wave along the shore,

Triumphant smiles the victor brow,
Fanned by some angel’s purplewing ;—
Where is, O grave! thy victory now?
And where, insidious death! thy
sting ¢

Farewell, conflicting joys and fears,
Where light and shade alternate dwelll
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How bright the unchanging morn ap-
pears ; —
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell!

Life’s labor done, as sinks the day,
Light from its load the spirit flies;
‘While heaven and earth combine to say,

“‘Sweet isthe scene when virtue dies!”

LIFE.

Lire! 1 know not what thou art,
But know that thou and I must part;
And when, or how, or where we met,
I own to me’s a secret yet.

Life! we’ve been long together
Through pleasant and through cloudy
weather;
'T'is hard to part when friends are dear, —
Perhaps 't will cost a sigh, a tear;
—Then steal away, give little warning,
Choose thine own time;
Say not Good Night, —but in some
brighter clime
Bid me Good Morning.

—_——

SUSANNA BLAMIRE.
(1747 -1794.]
WHAT AILS THIS HEART O’ MINE?

‘WHAT ails this heart o’ mine?
‘What ails this watery ee?

‘What gars me a’ turn pale as death
‘When I take leave o' thee?

‘When thou art far awa’,
Thou 'lt dearer grow to me;

But change o’ place and change o’ folk
May gar thy fancy jee.

‘When I gae out at e'en,
Or walk at mornin? air,

Ilk rustling bush will seem to say,
1 used to meet thee there.

Then 1’1l sit down and cry,
And live aneath the tree,

And when a leaf fa’s i’ my lap,
I'll ca’’t & word frae thee.

1’11 hie me to the bower
That thou wi’ rases tied,
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And where wi’ mony a blushing bud
I strove myself to hide.

I’ll doat on 1lka spot
‘Where I ha'’e been wi’ thee;

And ca’ to mind some kindly word,
By ilka burn and tree.

—_——

JOHN LOGAN.
[1748 - 1788.]
TO THE CUCKOO.

HAIL, beauteous stranger of the grove!
Thou messenger of spring!

Now heaven reﬁa.lrs thy rural seat,
And woods thy welcome sing.

‘What time the daisy decks the green,
Thy certain voice we hear;

Hast thou a star to guide thy path,
Or mark the rolling year?

Delightful visitant! with thee

1 Eall the time of flowers,

And hear the sound of music sweet
From birds among the bowers.

The school-boy, wandering through the
wood
To pull the primrose gay,
Starts, the new voice of spring to hear,
And imitates thy lay.

‘What time the pea puts on the bloom,
Thou fliest thy vocal vale,

An annual guest in other lands,
Another spring to hail.

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green,
Thy sky is ever clear;

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song,
No winter in thy year!

0, could I fly, I'd fly with thee!
We'd make, with joyful wing,

Our annual visit o’er the globe,
Companions of the spring.

YARROW STREAM.

THY banks were bonnie, Yarrow stream,
‘When first on thee I met my lover;
Thy banks how dreary, Yarrow stream,
‘When now thy waves his body cover |
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Forever now, O Yarrow stream,

Thou art to me a stream of sorrow ;

For never on thy banks shall 1

Behold my love, — the flower of Yarrow!

He promised me a milk-white horse,
To bear me to his father’s bowers;
He promised me a little

To squire me to his father's towers.

He promised me a wedding-ring,

The wedding-day was fixed to-morrow;
Now he is wedded to his grave,

Alas! a watery grave in Yarrow!

Sweet were his words when last we met,
My passion as I freely told him ;
Clasped in his arms, I little thought
That I should nevermore behold him.

Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost, —
It vanished with a shriek of sorrow;
Thrice did the Water Wraith ascend,
And give a doleful groan through Yarrow!

His mother from the window looked,
‘With all the longing of a mother;

His little sister, weeping, walked

The greenwood path to meet her brother.

They sought him east, they sought him

west,
They sought him all the forest thorough ;
They only saw the clouds of night,
They only heard the roar of Yarrow!

No longer from thy window look, —
Thou hast no son, thou tender mother!
No longer walk, thou lovely maid, —
Alas! thou hast no more a brother!

No longer seek him east or west,

No longer search the forest thorough,
For, murdered in the night so dark,
He lies a lifeless corpse in Yarrow !

The tears shall never leave my cheek;
No other youth shall be my marrow;
I'1l seek thy body in the stream,

And there with thee I 'l sleep in Yarrow !

The tear did never leave her cheek :

No other youth became her marrow;
She found his body in the stream,

And with him now she sleeps in Yarrow.
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UNKNOWN.

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL.

HIE upon Hielands,
° And low upon Tay,
Bonnie George Campbell
Rade out on a day.
Saddled and bridle
And gallant rade he ;
Hame came his gude horse,
But never came he.

Out came his auld mither
Greeting fu’ sair,

And out came his bonnie bride
Rivin’ her hair.

8addled and bridled
And booted rade he’;

Toom hame came the saddle,
But never came he.

“ My meadow lies n,
And my corn is mom;
My barn is to build,
And my babie ’s unborn.”
Saddled and bridled
And booted rade he ;
Toom hame came the saddle,
But never came he !

—_——

UNKNOWN.
WALY, WALY, BUT LOVE BE BONNY

.| O, wALY, waly up the bank,

And waly, waly down the brae,
And waly, waly yon burnside,

‘Where I and my love wont to gae.
I leaned my back unto an aik,

And thought it was a trusty tree,
Baut first it bowed, and syne it brak’,

Sae my true love did lightly me.

0, waly, waly, but love is bonny,
A little time while it is new;
But when 't is auld, it waxeth cauld,
And fades away like morning dew.
O, wherefore should I busk my head?
Or wherefore should I kame my hair?
For my true love has me forsook,
And says he 1l never love me mair.

Now Arthur-Seat shall be my bed,
The sheets shall ne’er be ﬁﬁed by me;
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Baint Anton’s well shall be my drink,
Since my true love ’s forsaken me,
Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw,
And shake the green leaves off the
?

tree?
O gentle death! when wilt thou come?
or of my life I am weary.

"T'is not the frost that freezes fell,
Nor blowing snow’s inclemency ;

'T is not sic cauld that makes me cry,
But my love’s heart grown cauld to me.

‘When we came in by Glasgow town,
We were a comely sight to see;

My love was clad in the black velvet,
And I mysel’ in cramasie.

But had I wist, before I kissed,
That love had been so ill to win,

I'd locked my heart in a case of gold,
And pinned it with a silver pin.

And O, if my young babe were born,
And set upon the nurse's knee,

And I mysel’ were dead and gane,
‘Wi’-the green grass growing over me!

——

UNKNOWN.
LADY MARY ANN.

0, LApY MaRrY ANN looked o’er the cas-
tle wa’,

She saw three bonnie boys playing at
the ba’,

The youngest he was the flower amang
them a’:

My bonnie laddie’s young, but he’s

growin’ yet.

‘O father, O father, an’ ye think it fit,

We’ll send him a year to the college yet :

We'll sew a green ribbon round about
his hat,

And that will let them ken he’s to

marry yet.”

Lady Mary Ann was a flower in the dew,
Sweet was its smell, and bonnie was its

hue,
And the langer it blossomed the sweeter

it grew;
For the lily in the bud will be bonnier
yet.

7

Young Charlie Cochran was the sprout
of an aik,

Bonnie and blooming and straight was
its make,

The sun took delight to shine for its

sake ;
And it will be the brag o’ the forest yet.

The summer is gone when the leaves they
were green,

And the days are awa’ that we hae seen,

But far better days I trust will come

again;
For my bonnie laddfe’s young, but
he’s growing yet.

—_———

UNKNOWN.
THE BOATIE ROWS.

O, WEEL may the boatie row,
And better may she speed ;
And liesome may the boatie row

That wins the bairnies’ bread.
The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows indeed ;
And weel may the boatie row
That wins the bairnies’ bread.

I coost my line in Largo Bay,
And fishes I catchef nine;

'T was three to boil and three to fry,
And three to bait the line.

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows indeed,

And happy be the lot o’ &’
‘Wha wishes her to speed.

0, weel may the boatie row,
That fills a heavy creel,

And cleeds us a’ frae tap to tae,
And buys our parritch meal.
The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows, indeed,

And happy be the lot o’ a’
That wish the boatie speed.

‘When Jamie vowed he wad be mine,
And wan frae me my heart,

0, muckle lighter grew my creel —
He swore we 'd never part.

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows fu’ weel ;

And muckle lighter is the load
‘When love bears up the creel.
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My kurtch I gut upo’ my
And dressed mysel’ fu bmw,

I trow my heart was dough and wae,
‘When Jamie gade awa’.

But weel may the boatie row,
And lucky be her part,

And lightsome be the lassie’s care
That yields an honest heart.

—_——

UNKNOWN.
GLENLOGIE.
Tmmcoxm o’ nobles rade up the king’s

ha’,

But bonnie Glenlogle s the flower o’
them a’,

Wi’ his mllk-whlte steed and his bonnie
black e’e,

“ Glenlogle, dear mither, Glenlogie for
me!”

“ 0, haud your tongue, daughter, ye’ll
get better than he.”
“ 0, say nae sae, mither, for that canna

Though Doumhe is richer and greater
than he,

Yet if I maun tak h1m 1’1l certainly
dee.

“Where will T get a bonnie boy, to win
hose and shoon,

Will gae to Glenlogie, and come again
soon?”

€0, here am I a bonnie boy, to win hose
and shoon,

Will gae to Glenlogie and come again
soon.”

When he gaed to Glenlogie, ’t was
‘¢ Wash and go dine”

*T was “ Wash ye, my pretty boy, wash
and go dine.”

¢¢Q, 't was ne’er my father’s fashion, and
it ne’er shall be mine

To gar a lady’s errand wait till I dine.

“But there is, Glenlogie, a letter for
thee.”

The first line that he read, a low laugh
gave he;
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The next line that he read, the tear
blindit his e'e;

But the last line that he read, he gart
the table flee.

‘¢ Gar saddle the black horse, gar saddle
the brown;

Gar saddle the swiftest steed e’er rade
frae a town” :

But lang ere the horse was drawn and
brought to the green,

o, bonnhi:el lenlogie was twa mile his

e. .

‘When he came to Glenfeldy’s door, little
mirth was there;

Bonnie Jean’s mother was tearing her
hair.

“Ye’re welcome, Glenlogie, ye 're wel-
come,” said she, —

““Ye 're welcome, Glenlogie, your Jeanie
%o see.” .

Pale and wan was she, when Glenlogie
gaed ben,

But red and rosy grew she, whene'er he
sat down;

She turned awa’ her head, but the smile
was in her e’e,

“0, bigna. ,feared, mither, I’ll maybe no

ee.

—_——

UNKNOWN.
JOHN DAVIDSON.

JorN DAvIDSON and Tib his wife
Sat toastin’ their taes ae night,
‘When somethin’ started on the fluir

An’ blinkéd by their sight.

““Guidwife!” quo’ John, “did ye see
that mouse?
‘Whar sorra was the cat?”
A mouse?” — ¢“ Ay, a mouse.” —““Na,
na, Guidman,
It wasna a mouse, 't was a rat.”

¢“Oh, oh! Guidwife, to think ye’ve been
Sae lang about the house

An’ no to ken a mouse frae a rat!
Yon wasna a rat, but a mouse!”

““I’ve seen mair mice than you, Guid-
man,
An’ what think ye o’ that?
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Sae haud your tongue an’ say nae mair, —
I tell ye "t was a rat.”

¢ Me haud my tongue for you, Guidwife !
1'll be maister o’ this house, —

1 saw it as plain as een could see,
An’ I telee 't was a mouse!”

¢If you 're the maister o’ the house,
It’s I 'm the mistress o’ 't;

An’ I ken best what ’s i’ the house, —
Sae I tell ye 't was a rat.” -

““Weel, weel, Guidwife, gaemak the brose,
An’ ca’ it what ye please.”.

Sae up she gat an’ made the brose,
‘While John sat toastin’ his taes.

They suppit an’ suppit an’ suppit the
b

Tose,
An’ aye their lips played smack ;
They suppit an’ suppit an’ suppit the
bro:

se
Till their lugs began to crack.

¢ Sic fules we were to fa’ out, Guidwife,
About a mouse.” — ““A what!

It ’s a lee ye tell, an’ I say again
It wasna a mouse, 't was a rat.”

¢““Wad ye ca’ me a leear to my very face?
My faith, but ye craw croose !—
I tell ye, Tib, I never will bear ’t, —
'T was a mouse.” — ‘“’T was arat.” —
“’T was a mouse.”

‘Wi’ that she struck him ower the pow.
¢Ye dour auld doit, tak’ that!
Gae to your bed, ye cankered sumph !
'T was a rat.” — ‘“’T was a mouse!” —
“'T was a rat!”

She sent the brose-cup at his heels
As he hirpled ben the house;
But he shoved out his head as he steekit
the door,
An’ cried, ““’T was a mouse, 't was a
mouse!”

Yet when the auld carle fell asleep,
She paid him back for that,

An’ roared into his sleepin’ lug,
‘“Twasa rat, 't wasarat, 't wasarat!”

The deil be wi’ me, if I think

It was a beast at all.’
Wext mornin’, when she sweept the floor,
" She found wee Johnie's ba.ﬁ!

RICHARD BRINSLEY SHER-
IDAN.
[x751-1816.]

HAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD
FRAMED.

HaD I a heart for falsehood framed,
I ne’er could injure you;

For though edyoux' tongue no promise

claim
Your charms would make me true:
To you no soul shall bear deceit,
o stranger offer wrong;
But friends in all the aged you 'll meet,
And lovers in the young.

For when they learn that you have blest
Another with your heart,

They "1l bid aspiring passion rest,
And act a brother’s part.

Then, lady, dread not here deceit,
Nor fear to suffer wrong;

For friends in all the agecgl you "1l meet,
And brothers in the young.

—_—

THOMAS CHATTERTON.
[1752-1770.]
THE MINSTREL'S SONG IN ELLA.

0, sING unto my roundelay!
0, drop the briny tear with me!
Dance no more at holiday,
Like a running river be.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

Black his hair as the winter night,
‘White his neck as the summer snow,
Ruddy his face as the morning light ;
Cold he lies in the grave below.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

Sweet his tongue as throstle’s note,
Quick in dance as thought was he;
Deft his tabor, cudgel stout;
0, he lies by the willow-tree!
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.
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Hark ! the raven flaps his wing
In the briered dell below;
Hark ! the death-owl loud doth sing
To the nightmares as they go.
My love is dead,
Sone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

See! the white moon shines on high;
‘Whiter is my true-love’s shroud,
‘Whiter than the morning sky,
‘Whiter than the evening cloud.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

Here, upon my true-love's grave,
Shall the garish flowers be laid,
Nor one holy saint to save
All the sorrows of a maid.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

With my hands 1’1l bind the briers
Round his holy corse to gre;
Elfin-fairy, light your fires,
Here my body still shall be.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

Come with acorn cup and thorn,
Drain my heart’s blood all away;
Life and alY its good I scorn,
Dance by night, or feast by day.
My love is dead,
Gone to his death-bed,
All under the willow-tree.

Water-witches, crowned with reytes,
Bear me to your deadly tide.

U die—1 come—my true-love waits.
Thus the damsel spake, and died.

——

GEORGE CRABBE.
[1754-1832.]
ISAAC ASHFORD.

NEXT to these ladies, but in naught
allied,
A noble peasant, Isaac Ashford, died.
Noblehewas, contemningall thingsmean,
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His truth unquestioned and his soul
serene

Of no man's presence Isnac felt afraid :

At no man's question Isaac looked dis-
mayed :

Shame knew him not, he dreaded no
disgrace ;

Truth, simple truth, was written in his
fuce ;

Yet while the serious thought his soul
approved,

Cheerful he seemed, and gentleness he
loved ;

To bliss domestic he his heart resigned,

And with the firmest, had the fondest

mind.
Were others joyful, he looked smiling on,
And gaveallowance wherehe needed none ;
Good he refused with future ill to buy,
Nor knew a joy that caused reflection’s

sigh.
A frieudlgto virtue, his unclouded breast
No envy stung, no jealousy distressed
(Bane of the poor! it wounds their weaker
mind
To miss one favor which their neighbors
find);
Yet far was he from stoic pride removed ;
He felt humanely, and he warmly loved.
1 marked his action when his infant died,
And his old neighbor for offence was tried ;
The still tears, stealing down that fur-
rowed cheek,
Spoke pity l?laincr than the tongune can
al

speak.
If pride were his, 't was not their vulgar

pride

Who, in their base contempt, the great
deride;

Nor pride in learning, though my clerk

agreed,
If fate should call him, Ashford might
suceeed ;
Nor prideinrustieskill, although weknew
None his superior, and his al:m.ls few :
But if that spirit in his soul had place,
It was the jealous pride that shuns dis-

e;
A pﬁ(lcﬁgmxonest fame, by virtue gained,
In sturdy boys to virtuous labors trained ;
Pride in the power that guards his coun-
try’s coast,
And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast ;
Pride in a life that slander'stongue defied,
In fact, a noble passion, misnamed pride.
He hnld' no party’s rage, no sectary’s
whim ;
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Christian and countryman was all with

True to his church he came, no Sunday-
shower )
Kept himathome in that important-hour;
Norhisfirm feet could one persuading sect
By the strong glare of their new light
hdirect:-—~ berlight: T
““On hope, in mine own soberlight, I gaze,
But shogled be blind and lose it in your
blaze.”
In times severe, when many a sturdy

swain
Felt it his pride, his comfort, tocomplain,
Isaac their wants would soothe, his own
would hide,
And feel in that his comfort and his pride.
At length he found, when seventy years
were run,
His strength departed and his labor done ;
When, save his honest fame, he kept no

more;

But lost his wife and saw his children
poor.

*T was then a spark of — say not discon-

tent—
8truck on his mind, and thus he gave it
vent:
“Kind are your laws (’tis not to be
denied)
That in yon house for ruined age provide,
And they are just; when young, we give

you
And then for comforts in our weakness
- call,
‘Why tl;:g, this proud reluctance to be
To join your poor and eat the parish-
bread ?

But yet I linger, loath with him to feed

‘Who gains his plenty by the sons of need :

He who, ]l:y contract, all your paupers
t00 0

And gauie’s stomachs with an anxious
look :

On some old master I could well depend ;
See him_wish joy and thank him as a
end ;

But ill on him who doles the day’s supply,

And counts our chances who at mgzt
may die:

Yet help me, Heaven! and let me not
complain

Of what be})alls me, but the fate sustain.”

Such were his thoughts, and so re-

ed he grew;
Daily h:lgilaced theworkhousein his view !
6 .
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But came not there, for sudden was his
fate,
He dropt expiring at his cottage-gate.
I feel his sgsence in the hours of prayer,
And view hisseat, andsiﬁlhforlsaacthere B
I see no more those white locks thinly
spread

Round 5!8 bald polish of that honored
head ;

No more that awful glance on playful

ed 1
Compelled to kneel and tremble at the

sight,
To fol